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By  Charles  Ludwig 


WHEN  President  Lincoln 
promised  to  make  a  speech 
at  Gettysburg,  he  had  no  idea  his 
promise  would  lead  to  his  finest 
hour.  Nor  did  the  distinguished 
committee. 

Those  who  planned  the  dedica- 
tion of  the  new  cemetery  conceded 
that  Edward  Everett,  the  main 
speaker,      might      experience      the 


greatest  moments  of  his  life.  This 
was  to  be  expected.  He  had  already 
earned  over  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars  from  his  lectures  and  he 
knew  every  trick  of  the  platform. 
Moreover,  the  time  was  ripe  for  a 
superhuman  effort.  Recent  victo- 
ries had  made  people  hungry  for 
rhetoric  and  flag-waving. 

But  as  for  Old  Abe?  Well,  if  he 


hadn't  been  President,  he  would 
never  have  been  invited.  Never! 
That  was  clear.  Indeed,  he  wasn't 
actually  asked  to  make  a  speech — 
not  a  real  speech.  The  formal 
letter  confirming  the  engagement 
was  painfully  clear  at  this  point. 
"It  is  the  desire,"  wrote  David 
Willis,  "that,  after  the  Oration, 
You  as  Chief  Executive  of  the  Na- 
tion formally  set  apart  these 
grounds  to  their  sacred  use  by  a  few 
appropriate  remarks." 

Many  were  angry  when  they 
learned  Lincoln  had  accepted  the 
invitation.  Lincoln,  alone?  Fine! 
But  Lincoln  on  the  same  platform 
with  handsome  Edward  Everett? 
Impossible! 

Lincoln's  formal  education  which 
he  had  gotten  in  backwoods  schools 
"by  littles"  did  not  "amount  to  one 
year."  While  Edward  Everett  was 
a  graduate  of  Harvard;  a  former 
professor  of  Greek  at  Harvard;  a 
president  of  Harvard.  And  in  addi- 
tion to  this,  he  had  been  governor 
of  Massachusetts;  a  member  of 
Congress  for  ten  years;  a  U.  S. 
Senator;  the  Secretary  of  State; 
minister  to  Great  Britain;  Vice- 
Presidential  candidate;  and  a  few 
other  things. 

Lincoln  was  in  political  trouble. 
Many  thought  he  would  not  be  re- 
nominated, that  he  was  merely  a 
lame  duck  president.  One  critic 
was  so  upset  at  the  impossible  com- 
bination, he  sneered:  "Let  the  dead 
bury  the  dead." 

Nevertheless,  Lincoln's  ten  sim- 
ple sentences  are  the  ones  that 
are  remembered — that  have  made 
their  way  around  the  world.  Years 


later,  Newell  Dwight  Hillis  summed 
up  the  situation.  "Everett's  ora- 
tion was  a  bushel  of  diamonds 
carefully  polished,  Lincoln's  a 
handful  of  seed  corn  that  has  sown 
the  world  with  the  harvest  of  liber- 
ty." 

ONE  of  the  really  amazing 
things  is  that  Lincoln  even 
attended  the  ceremonies.  He  could 
have  sent  a  representative.  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow  was  asked 
to  write  a  poem.  But  since  he  was 
busy  with  Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn 
he  declined.  And  although  Gen- 
eral George  G.  Meade  was  the  vic- 
tor of  Gettysburg,  he  also  found 
it  impossible  to  spare  the  time. 
"This  army  has  duties  to  perform 
which  will  not  permit  ..." 

But  Lincoln  was  determined  to 
go  and  do  the  best  possible  job. 
He  even  refused  the  first  train 
schedule  that  had  been  made.  He 
wrote  on  the  back: 

I  do  not  like  the  arrangement.  I 
do  not  wish  to  go  so  that  by  the 
slightest  accident  we  fail  entirely, 
and.  at  the  best,  the  whole  to  be  a 
breathless  running  gauntlet.  But, 
anyway. 

A.  Lincoln 

A  new  timetable  was  put  to- 
gether. This  one  would  get  him  to 
Gettysburg  on  Wednesday,  Novem- 
ber 18 — a  day  early.  All  of  this 
meant  that  nearly  two  days  of  his 
precious  time  would  be  used.  Why 
was  he  willing  to  do  this? 

His  enemies,  of  course,  thought 
it  was  a  political  move  designed  to 
keep  him  in  the  White  House.  But 


GETTYSBURG  ADDRESS 

FOUR  score  and  seven  years  ago  our  fathers  brought  forth  on 
this  continent,  a  new  nation,  conceived  in  liberty,  and  ded- 
icated to  the  proposition  that  all  men  are  created  equal. 

Now  we  are  engaged  in  a  great  civil  war  testing  whether  that 
nation  or  any  nation  so  conceived  and  so  dedicated,  can  long  en- 
dure. We  are  met  on  a  great  battle-field  of  that  war.  We  have  come 
to  dedicate  a  portion  of  that  field,  as  a  final  resting  place  for 
those  who  here  gave  their  lives  that  that  nation  might  live. 
It  is  altogether  fitting  and  proper  that  we  should  do  this. 

But,  in  a  larger  sense,  we  can  not  dedicate — we  can  not  con- 
secrate— we  can  not  hallow — this  ground.  The  brave  men,  living 
and  dead,  who  struggled  here,  have  consecrated  it,  far  above  our 
poor  power  to  add  or  detract.  The  world  will  little  note,  nor  long 
remember  what  we  say  here,  but  it  can  never  forget  what  they  did 
here.  It  is  for  us  the  living,  rather,  to  be  dedicated  here  to  the  un- 
finished work  which  they  who  fought  here  have  thus  far  so  nobly 
advanced.  It  is  rather  for  us  to  be  here  dedicated  to  the  great 
task  remaining  before  us — that  from  these  honored  dead  we  take 
increased  devotion  to  that  cause  for  which  they  gave  the  last  full 
measure  of  devotion — that  we  here  highly  resolve  that  these  dead 
shall  not  have  died  in  vain — that  this  nation,  under  God,  shall 
have  a  new  birth  of  freedom — and  that  government  of  the  people, 
by  the  people,  for  the  people,  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth. 


there   were   other  reasons.    One   of  earnest     prayer.    There    were    also 

these,  I  think,  has  often  been  over-  times    when    Lincoln    would    shut 

looked.  his    closet    and    get    on    his    knees 

Lincoln  had  a  deep  faith  in  Dr.  alone.  He,  himself,  spoke  of  a  time 

Phineas   Gurley,   the  pastor  of  the  when  he  wrestled  with  his  Maker 

New     York     Avenue     Presbyterian  — alone. 

Church  in  Washington.  Frequently,  T        .  ■   ,                        A      .   , 

&                  M       .  / '  I  went  into  my  room  and  got  down 

just  before  a  great  battle  or  crisis,  on  my  knees  and  prayed  Almighty 

Pastor     Gurley    would    go    to    the  God    for    victory    at    Gettysburg.    I 

White    House    where    he    and    the  told  Him  this  was  His  country,  the 

President     would     spend     time     in  war    His    war;    but    that    we    really 


couldn't  stand  another  Fredericks- 
burg or  Chancellorsville.  And  then 
and  there  I  made  a  solemn  vow  with 
my  Maker  that  if  He  would  stand 
by  the  boys  at  Gettysburg  I  would 
stand  by  Him.  And  He  did  and  I 
will.  (From  Lincoln's  Boyhood  by 
Francis  Marion  Van  Natter.  Public 
Affairs  Press,  p.  187). 

Did  this  prayer  and  its  answer 
have  anything  to  do  with  his  de- 
sire to  go?  Perhaps!  We  will  never 
know  for  sure. 

Although  Everett  had  been  given 
nearly  a  two-month  notice  and  the 
opportunity  to  set  the  date,  Lin- 
coln's invitation  gave  him  less 
than  three  weeks  for  preparation. 

The  writing  of  the  speech  was 
started  in  Washington.  Ward  H. 
Lamon  remembered  that  on  the 
morning  of  November  18,  "the 
President  took  from  his  tall  hat  a 
sheet  of  foolscap,  handed  it  to  me 
with  the  remark:  'Hill,  there  is  what 
I  have  written  for  Gettysburg  to- 
morrow. It  does  not  suit  me,  but  I 
have  not  time  for  anything  more.'" 

Undoubtedly  Lincoln  studied 
the  speech  on  the  train.  But  he  did 
not  write  any  of  it  then.  The  con- 
stant movement  of  his  carriage 
would  have  made  this  impossible. 
The  most  memorable  incident  of 
the  train  ride  was  when  a  little  girl 
at  one  of  the  smaller  stations  pre- 
sented him  with  a  bouquet  and 
lisped:  "Flowerth  for  the  Prethi- 
dent." 

Lincoln  responded  with  a  kiss 
and  remarked:  "You're  a  sweet 
little  rosebud  yourself.  I  hope  your 
life  will  open  into  perpetual  good- 
ness and  beauty." 


TPEE  moon  was  riding  high 
when  Lincoln  summoned  his 
host — David  Wills — and  asked  him 
to  get  Seward.  When  Wills  ex- 
plained that  Seward  was  staying 
next  door,  but  that  he  would  go 
and  get  him,  Lincoln  replied:  "No, 
I'll  go  and  see  him."  "He  went, 
and  I  went  with  him,"  remembered 
Wills  twenty  years  later,  "and  Mr. 
Lincoln  carried  the  paper  on  which 
he  had  written  the  speech  with  him, 
and  we  found  Mr.  Seward  and  I 
left  the  President  with  him.  In  less 
than  half-an-hour,  Mr.  Lincoln  re- 
turned with  the  same  paper  in  his 
hand.  The  next  day  I  sat  by  him 
on  the  platform  .  .  .  and  he  read  it 
from  the  same  paper  on  which  I 
had  seen  him  writing  the  night 
before." 

The  next  day,  Thursday,  No- 
vember 19,  1863,  Lincoln  mounted 
his  horse  to  ride  to  the  cemetery. 
An  eighteen-year-old  girl  remem- 
bered: "Horses  stamped  about, 
big  horses,  but  for  Lincoln  they 
brought  out  a  small  one.  He  smiled 
as  he  straddled  it.  His  feet  hung 
down  and  touched  the  ground. 
Everyone  laughed  and  so  did  he. 
Then  they  let  him  know  it  was  all 
a  joke  and  brought  him  a  larger 
horse." 

The  little  manufacturing  town 
of  Gettysburg  was  decked  out  for 
the  occasion.  The  thirty -five  hun- 
dred inhabitants  did  all  in  their 
power  that  could  be  done  in  order 
to  fit  the  theme  of  the  day.  Flags 
draped  in  mourning  and  the  streets 
were  filled  with  those  who  would 
take    part    in    the    ceremonies    and 


parades. 

Lincoln  arrived  at  the  platform 
at  11:20.  Many  of  the  crowd  of  ap- 
proximately 15,000  had  been  there 
on  their  feet  from  10:00  a.m.  Some 
of  them  were  already  getting  rest- 
less. The  haze  that  had  covered 
the  hills  in  the  early  morning  had 
lifted.  Now  a  cool  breeze  floated 
over  the  land  and  tugged  gently 
at  the  flag  flying  about  the  plat- 
form. A  reporter  wrote:  "The  sun 
never  broke  to  life  and  warmth  on 
a  fairer  fall  day  than  this  . .  .  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  Indian  sum- 
mer days  ever  enjoyed." 

Sixty -nine-year-old  Edward  Ev- 
erett began  to  speak  at  noon.  His 
first  paragraph,  after  formally  ac- 
knowledging the  President,  showed 
that  his  time  on  the  battlefield 
had  been  profitably  spent.  "Stand- 
ing beneath  this  serene  sky,  over- 
looking these  broad  fields  now  re- 
posing from  the  labors  of  a  waning 
year,  the  mighty  Alleghenies  daily 
towering  above  us,  the  graves  of  our 
brethren  beneath  our  feet,  it  is  with 
hesitation  that  I  raise  my  poor 
voice  to  break  the  eloquent  silence 
of  God. ..." 

Everett  had  had  a  slight  an- 
noyance just  before  speaking.  The 
program,  printed  by  Lamon  in 
Washington,  did  not  suit  him.  He 
went  over  it  with  a  pencil,  making 
changes.  In  the  title — "Programme 
of  Arrangements  and  Order  of 
Excercises  for  the  Inauguration" 
— he  crossed  out  the  word  "Inaugu- 
ration and  substituted  "Consecra- 
tion." But  his  greatest  irritation 
was  that  his  name  had  not  been 
mentioned! 


His  part  was  simply  marked: 
"Oration."  And,  emphasizing  this 
omission,  a  full  line  had  been  given 
to  Lincoln.  The  line  read:  "Dedica- 
tion remarks  by  the  President  of 
the  United  States."  This  full  line 
seemed  to  indicate  that  Lincoln 
was  the  main  speaker.  Dreadful! 

In  retaliation,  Everett  marked 
out  Lamon's  name  at  the  bottom 
until  it  was  completely  obliter- 
ated! 

But  this  apparently  did  not  af- 
fect his  speech.  A  listener  on  the 
platform  was  impressed.  "Every 
word  is  memorized;  there  is  no 
hesitation;  the  stream  of  eloquence 
flows  steadily  on  ... " 

Lincoln  listened  carefully  as 
Everett  went  from  one  climax  to 
the  next.  It  was  a  great  speech  and 
he  knew  it.  But  as  he  listened, 
long  thoughts  must  have  slipped 
between  the  sentences  into  his 
troubled  mind.  It  seemed  strange 
that  he  the  son  of  a  man  who 
couldn't  read  and  of  a  woman  who 
couldn't  write  would  be  found  in 
the  midst  of  such  a  distinguished 
assembly.  Parallels  of  the  day  could 
easily  have  caused  his  great  mem- 
ory to  drift  back  nearly  a  half- 
century  to  the  time  of  his  early 
youth. 

AS  the  result  of  a  letter — his 
first  one — written  with  a 
turkey  quill  when  he  was  ten, 
David  Elkins  galloped  into  the 
Pigeon  Creek  Community.  He 
tethered  his  horse  and  stood  at 
the  edge  of  the  makeshift  ceme- 
tery where  recent  victims  of  "milk 
sick"  were  buried. 
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Young  Abe  along  with  his  sister 
Sarah  and  their  father  stood  ai  the 
grave  of  Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln  just 
as  other  relatives  stood  at  the 
graves  of  their  loved  ones  and  wept 
while  Elkins  preached.  Elkins,  a 
former  drunk,  could  not  read  or 
write.  But  his  booming  voice  and 
deep  faith  met  the  needs  of  the 
occasion. 

President  Lincoln  may  have 
even  remembered  when  his  dying 
mother,  six  months  before  the 
last  words  of  Elkins,  had  sum- 
moned him  to  her  side  and  had 
whispered:  "I  am  going  away  from 
you,  and  I  shall  not  return.  I  know 
you  will  be  a  good  boy.  Be  kind  to 
Sarah  and  your  father.  I  want  you 
to  live  as  I  have  taught  you  and  to 
love  your  Heavenly  Father." 

Everett  reached  his  final  climax 
at  2:00  p.m.  Stop  watches  indicated 
he  had  spoken  for  an  hour  and 
fifty-seven  minutes.  Soon  it  was 
time  for  the  "appropriate  remarks." 
As  Lincoln  stood  to  his  feet,  his 
speech  clutched  firmly  in  his  large 
hands,  he  knew  he  had  a  hard 
task — an  exceedingly  hard  task. 
The  people  had  been  on  their  feet 
for  nearly  four  hours;  had  not  eaten 
since  an  early  breakfast;  had  ex- 
hausted their  emotions  loudly 
cheering  Everett;  and  were  anxious 
to  get  home.  There  were  also  other 
difficulties. 

Lincoln's  heart  was  tender  from 
the  death  of  his  son  Willie  less  than 
a  year  before;  and  now  young  Ted- 
die  was  also  sick.  His  fever  had 
kept  Mary  from  coming.  And  be- 
sides this,  the  smallpox  virus  which 
would  fling  him  into  bed  within  a 


week  was  churning  within  his 
veins. 

With  an  effort  he  thrust  these 
troubles  behind.  His  great  hour 
was  upon  him! 

Soon,  while  a  photographer  fum- 
bled with  his  trhood  and  dry  plates, 
the  President  began  to  speak  in 
his  high-pitched  voice. 

"Fourscore  and  seven  years 
ago  . .  . " 

Lincoln  was  used  to  outdoor 
meetings  and  he  knew  how  to  make 
his  voice  carry.  But  now  as  he 
spoke,  the  movements  of  the  photog- 
rapher snared  some  of  the  atten- 
tion. 

He  read  the  speech  much  as  it 
was  written.  Some  say  he  read 
it  closely,  others  that  he  rarely 
glanced  at  it.  There  were  two  ma- 
jor changes  in  the  spoken  address. 
The  written  speech  said:  "our 
poor  power."  Somehow,  the  "our 
poor"  was  omitted,  even  though  it 
was  intended,  and  Lincoln  includ- 
ed the  words  in  subsequent  copies. 
He  also  added  the  words:  "under 
God"  between  shall  and  have.  This 
was  a  correction  he  made  while  he 
was  speaking,  and  it  was  a  correc- 
tion that  he  added  to  the  copies. 

The  speech  ended  before  the 
photographer  could  click  his 
camera.  The  two  hundred  and 
sixty-five  words  had  taken  one 
hundred  and  thirty -five  seconds 
to  deliver.  Everett's  speech  had 
been  almost  sixty  times  as  long. 

Although  Everett  and  the  other 
dignitaries  congratulated  him 
warmly,  Lincoln  was  discouraged. 
He  said:  "Lamon,  that  speech 
won't  scour.  It  is  a  flat  failure  and 
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the  people  are  disappointed."  livion  shall  be  dropped  over  them 

Some  of  the  newspapers  had  the  and  they  shall  no  more  be  repeated 

same    feelings.     The    Patriot    and  or  thought  of." 

Union    in    nearby    Harrisburg    was  But    by    some    strange    circum- 

especially      sarcastic.      "We      pass  stances,     the    veil     did    not     quite 

over  the  silly  remarks  of  the  Presi-  cover   them.    And   they   have   been 

dent;  for  the   credit  of  the  nation  repeated — often! 

we  are  willing  that  the  veil  of  ob-  ■  ■ 


Lift  Up  Your  Heart 


Friendship  is  the  only  cement  that  will  hold  the  world  to- 
gether.— Woodrow  Wilson. 

If  you  aspire  to  the  highest  place,  it  is  no  disgrace  to  stop  at 
the  second,  or  even  the  third. — Cicero. 

He  who  would  find  a  friend  without  faults  will  be  without 
friends. — Sunshine  Magazine. 

Every  day  is  the  best  day  of  the  year. — Emerson. 

Pride  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  great  mistakes. — Anonymous. 

The  first  hour  of  the  morning  is  the  rudder  of  the  day. — Henry 
Ward  Beecher. 

Without  kindness  there  can  be  no  true  joy. — Thomas  Carlyle. 

You  can't  weigh  a  human  soul  on  the  same  scales  with  which 
you  weigh  a  piece  of  pork. — Samuel  Gompers. 

The  faults  of  others  are  like  headlights  of  an  approaching 
automobile — they  only  seem  more  glaring  than  your  own. — 
Chewelah  Independent. 

There  are  two  things  to  aim  at  in  life;  first,  to  get  what  you 
want;  and,  after  that,  to  enjoy  it.  Only  the  wisest  of  mankind 
achieve  the  second. — Logan  Pearsall  Smith  in  Forbes. 
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By  Irene  Murray 


ALTHOUGH  young  people  were 
lost  in  the  crowd  of  total 
delegates  registered  at  the  U.S. 
Congress    on    Evangelism    (USCE) 


held  in  Minneapolis,  September  8- 
13,  1969,  their  impact  was  impres- 
sive. Perhaps  the  single  fact  that 
emerged  was  that  adults  wanted  to 


RADM  James  W.  Kelly,  Chief  of  Naval  Chaplains,  offered  the  con- 
vening prayer  at  the  U.S.  Congress  on  Evangelism,  Convention  Hall, 
Minneapolis,  Minn.,  on  Monday  evening,  September  8,  1969.  One  of  the 
popular  workshops  was  Chaplain  Kelly's  "Ministry  to  Men  in  Uni- 
form." About  30  chaplains  from  the  three  armed  services  attended  the 
week-long  conference. 
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Thousands  of  young  people  were  "turned-on"  at  the  Rally  held  in  the 
Minneapolis  Armory  for  them  on  Friday  night.  Pat  Boone,  Myrtle 
Hall,  were  featured  along  with  outstanding  athletes  and  folks inging 
groups.  The  spill-over  was  so  great  that  the  Convention  Hall  was 
turned  over  to  the  young  people  while  entertainers  taxied  between  the 
two  places  so  that  every  youth  would  have  the  opportunity  to  see  and 
hear  them  in  person. 


understand  young  people  in  their 
peer  authority  world,  wanted  to 
challenge  them  to  freedom  in 
Christ,  and  wanted  to  motivate 
them  to  serve  Him.  The  so-called 
Establishment  (as  represented  by 
most  of  the  4,500  delegates)  had  no 


difficulty  in  recognizing  that  it 
needs  youth.  Following  each  posi- 
tion paper  read  by  an  outstanding 
evangelical  leader,  a  young  person 
was  given  time  for  his  reaction. 

From   the  released  statement   of 
the   Youth   Caucus,    it   seems    that 


A  report  of  some  things  that  young  people  were  interested 
in  at  the  U.S.  Congress  on  Evangelism,  Minneapolis, 
Sept.  8-13, 1969 
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Pat  Boone  was  featured  at  the 
Youth  "Turn-On"  which  more  than 
17,000  young  people  attended. 


young  people  feel  unable  to  com- 
municate with  parents  or  the 
church  of  their  parents.  (As  they 
see  it,  the  church  is  part  of  their 
parents'  establishment,  not  theirs.) 
And  they  charge  church  members 
with  being  "phonies." 

Dr.  Kenneth  Chafin  of  the  South- 
ern Baptist  Seminary  put  it  this 
way:  "There  seems  to  be  an  inver- 
sion of  personal  and  social  moral- 
ity between  young  people  and 
adults.  Parents  straitlaced  in  per- 
sonal morality  are  impervious  to 
social  morality;  young  people  chal- 
lenged by  social  morality  are  less 
circumspect  in  personal  morality." 
So — the  lack  of  understanding  and 
communication  has  developed. 

The  "Turn-On"  Friday  night 
was    a    terrific    success    with    more 


than  17,000  young  people  lining  up 
for  entry  into  the  Armory  to  hear 
the  new  Pat  Boone,  Bill  Glass, 
Bobby  Richardson,  Bill  Zeoli,  Myr- 
tle Hall — plus  the  New  Hope  and 
Earthrise  Singers  and  The  Kins- 
folk. Both  entertainers  and  athletes 
witnessed  to  the  presence  of  Christ 
in  their  lives.  When  the  ticket  sell- 
out indicated  that  thousands  of 
young  people  would  be  at  the  Ar- 
mory, closed  TV  circuit  was  set  up 
in  the  convention  hall  for  the  "Over 
Thirty"  crowd.  When  the  overflow 
of  young  people  from  the  Armory 
began  streaming  into  the  conven- 
tion hall,  it,  too,  was  turned  over 
to  the  "Under  Thirty"  crowd.  It 
was  a  real  "Turn-On"— for  Christ. 

Earlier  that  evening  a  black  light 
drama,  "Blowin'  in  the  Wind,"  was 
presented  by  the  Earthrise  Singers 
(a  group  of  young  men  and  women) 
asking,  "What's  blowin'  in  the 
wind?"  Using  black  lights,  movies, 
pantomime  scenes  the  today's 
world  of  automation,  sex,  deperson- 
alization, and  war  was  shown. 
God's  answer  comes  in  the  love 
shown  by  Christ  on  the  Cross,  the 
Holy  Spirit  that  empowers  us  to 
witness  for  Christ  after  spiritual 
resurrection.  The  drama  was  writ- 
ten by  Dr.  William  E.  Berg,  and 
produced  by  The  Reverend  Ross 
H.  Larson. 

ON  Thursday  night  the  premier 
performance  of  the  cantata, 
"So  Send  I  You,"  was  given.  It  was 
written  by  Dr.  John  Peterson,  and 
a  choral  ensemble  with  members  of 
the  Minnesota  Orchestra  directed 
by  Dr.  James  Davies  presented  the 
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musical  theme  of  world  evangelism. 

Dr.  Billy  Graham  during  a  Mon- 
day afternoon  press  conference  de- 
fended his  appearance  on  Rowan 
and  Martin's  "Laugh-In"  saying 
that  he  sometimes  reaches  people 
on  such  programs  whom  he  would 
never  reach  otherwise.  He  regretted 
the  death  of  Bishop  Pike  as  they 
had  been  friends  for  many  years. 
Although  they  did  not  agree  on 
many  things,  he  felt  that  Bishop 
Pike  had  made  many  people  think 
about  the  deeper  meanings  of  re- 
ligious commitment. 

USCE  was  a  direct  outgrowth  of 
the  Berlin  World  Congress  of  1966, 
which  had  been  sponsored  by 
Christianity  Today.  Twin  City 
churchmen  who  were  there  later 
met  and  set  up  a  100-member  com- 
mittee inviting  all  concerned 
churchmen  to  participate.  Since 
Berlin  there  have  been  many  indi- 
vidually-sponsored Congresses:  Aus- 
tralia (1967);  Nigeria  (1968);  Singa- 
pore (1968);  Kenya  (1969).  In  No- 
vember 1969,  there  will  be  a  Con- 
gress in  Bogota,  Colombia.  And  two 
are  scheduled  for  1970:  January  4-8, 
India;  August  24-28,  Canada. 

The  purpose  of  the  Congress  was 
to  help  evangelicals  who  are  con- 
cerned about  the  future  of  the 
church.  Dr.  Graham  said  that  he 
felt  that  both  "personal  conversion 
and  social  action"  are  necessary. 

Rear  Admiral  James  W.  Kelly, 
Chief  of  Naval  Chaplains,  gave  the 
opening  prayer  of  the  Congress  on 
Monday  evening  after  the  proces- 
sion of  the  fifty  state  flags  and 
singing  the  National  Anthem. 
About    thirty    chaplains    from    the 


Gracious  and  lovely  Vonda  Kay 
Van  Dyke,  Miss  America  of  1965, 
gave  her  testimony  at  the  Women's 
Luncheon  for  4,725  women. 
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three  military  services  were  pres- 
ent; also,  some  laymen  officers  and 
enlisted  men. 

Dr.  Oswald  C.  J.  Hoffmann  (pro- 
minent Lutheran  Hour  speaker) 
who  gave  the  keynote  address  said: 
"We  don't  want  people  to  become 
like  us,  but  we  want  them  to  be- 
come like  Him ....  We  are  not 
saying  there  is  no  hope.  What  we 
are  saying  is  that  the  world's  only 
hope  is  Christ."  He  reiterated: 
"Get  with  God;  go  with  God." 

Dr.  L  eight  on  Ford  of  the  Billy 
Graham  Team  said  in  his  position 
paper:  "The  crisis  of  our  time  is  the 
widely-held  assumption  that  no 
moral  standard  is  really  important. 
.  .  .  We  cannot  be  worthy  of  our 
high  calling  if  we  try  to  keep  God 
in  some  private,  undisturbed  cor- 
ner of  our  lives  and  ignore  the 
driving  winds  of  change."  He  asked 
the  "vocal"  (Under  Thirty)  gener- 
ation to  make  themselves  heard. 

The  Reverend  Paul  Fryhling, 
chairman,  executive  committee, 
said  that  the  motive  for  the  Church- 
in-Action  groups  was  to  bring  evan- 
gelism to  a  workable  level  by  al- 
lowing people  to  see  what  other 
groups  are  doing,  and  how  they 
could  adapt  some  of  the  programs 
to  their  own  needs. 

Of  the  forty-six  workshops  dis- 
cussing new  methods  of  ministry, 
many  should  have  been  of  great 
interest  to  young  people  seeking 
to  make  the  church  relevant  to 
their  world.  "Breaking  Free"  from 
the  mold  and  experiencing  the  pos- 
sibilities of  dialogue  and  creative 
expression.  "Do  Your  Thing"  by 
expressing  yourself  in   new  forms. 
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Outstanding  football  player  Bill 
Glass  witnessed  for  Christ  during 
an  evening  session  of  the  U.S.  Con- 
gress on  Evangelism. 


Be  a  part  of  the  living  encounter 
group  and  reach  others  in  the 
"Circle  of  Love."  Understanding 
the  high  school  student.  Programs 
for  urban  renewal  in  city  churches. 
Churches  without  walls.  Touching 
the  untouchables.  Current  films 
for  youth. 

A  very  popular  workshop  was  the 
one  conducted  by  Chief  of  Naval 
Chaplains  James  W.  Kelly  on  the 
relationship  between  the  church, 
the  pastor,  and  the  man  in  uni- 
form. 

AT  the  Women's  Luncheon  on 
Wednesday  Mrs.  Billy  Graham 
was  the  featured  speaker  and  she 
suggested  using  the  Bible  as  the 
foundation  for  homebuilding.  The 
blueprint  is  the  Bible;  the  foun- 
dation is  Jesus  Christ;  the  super- 
structure is  the  ]ove  and  under- 
standing of  the  everyday  relation- 


ships  within  families.  Talented  and 
sparkling  Miss  Vonda  Kay  Van 
Dyke — Miss  America  of  1965 — 
wished  that  every  young  person 
could  experience  the  joy  of  giving 
her  life  to  God — as  she  had. 

Tom  Skinner  of  Tom  Skinner  Cru- 
sades was  a  big  hit  as  he  talked 
about  the  need  for  evangelical 
churches  to  train  more  black  young 
people  in  their  colleges  and  semi- 
naries for  leadership  in  churches 
and  church-related  ministries.  The 
former  Harlem  gang  leader,  who  is 
familiar  with  the  problems  of  ghet- 
to living,  presented  his  case  most 
eloquently,  and  was  given  a  stand- 
ing ovation  at  the  close  of  his  talk 
by  the  delegates. 
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Bobby  Richardson,  former  baseball 
player  for  the  New  York  Yankees, 
member  of  the  Fellowship  of  Chris- 
tian Athletes,  testified  for  Christ 
during  the  Congress  on  Evangelism, 
Minneapolis. 


This  shows  the  thousands  of  people  that  attended  the  Saturday  Night 
Rally  at  the  Metropolitan  Sports  Center,  Bloomington,  Minn.,  to  see 
and  hear  Dr.  Oswald  C.  J.  Hoffmann  and  Dr.  Billy  Graham,  Chairman 
and  Honorary  Chairman  of  the  U.S.  Congress  on  Evangelism.  Many 
people  could  not  get  into  the  Center  and  listened  outside  on  the  public 
address  system. 
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Billy  Graham  spoke  of  dressing 
in  casual  clothes  and  going  among 
the  Hippies  in  Los  Angeles  and  San 
Francisco  to  talk  with  them.  He 
feels  strongly  that  they  are  seeking 
a  cause  to  live  for — what  better 
cause  than  that  of  the  Eternal 
Christ? 

There  were  statements  from  the 
Black  Delegates,  and  the  American 
Indian  Movement,  who  both  felt 
that  the  church  should  confess 
their  sins  committed  against  black 
people,  Indians — repent,  and  make 
restitution.  The  Indians  reject  the 
"Anglo-Saxon"  religion,  but  the 
Black  Delegates  ask  that  black  and 
white  Christians  join  together  in 
the  spirit  of  love  and  unity  to  evan- 
gelize the  world  before  Christ's  re- 
turn. 

Senator  Mark  O.  Hatfield  of  Ore- 
gon called  for  further  de-escala- 
tion of  the  war;  legislation  for  a 
voluntary  Army.  Dr.  Ralph  Aber- 
nathy  of  the  Southern  Christian 
Leadership  Conference  asked  for 
endorsement  of  the  second  chapter 
of  the  Poor  People's  Campaign.  He 
said  while  he  had  no  sympathy  for 
communists  or  atheists,  neither  had 
he  much  patience  for  a  democracy 
that  preaches  one  thing  and  prac- 
tices another. 

There  was  a  warm  spirit  of  open- 
ness and  cooperation  among  the 
delegates  who  heard  many  points 
of  view,  many  suggestions  for  ways 
in  which  Christ's  ministry  could  be 
used  more  effectively  by  his  people 
in  reaching  the  poor,  the  lonely, 
the  young  people  who  are  the  future 
church. 

Here  was  a  part  of  Christ's  church 


— a  small  part  of  it  in  the  United 
States.  Many  might  say  it  was  not 
representative  of  the  whole  church, 
though  95  denominations  had  repre- 
sentatives present.  And  yet  Christ 
himself  is  building  his  church 
from  black,  brown,  and  white — 
men,  women,  and  young  people. 

May  I  quote  from  a  prose  poem 
about  Christ's  death  and  resur- 
rection in  the  report  circulated  by 
the  Youth  Caucus? 

His  Father  picked  up  the  pieces  — 

Resurrection. 
And  all   the   men's   horses   and   all 

the  men's  men 
Will  never  be  able   to   break   Him 

again. 

The  church  that  Christ  builds 
will  last  forever.  And  you  can  be 
part  of  it.  And  that's  what's  blowin' 
in  the  wind.  ■  ■ 


"There,  that    ought    to    fix    the    little 
dickens." 
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Your  Language  and  You 


By  W.B.J.  Martin 


WORDS,  words,  words,"  said 
Hamlet,  "nothing  but  words!" 
But  no  word  is  simply  a  word. 
Words  discharge  three  functions: 
they  reveal  the  character  of  the 
people  who  use  them;  they  affect 
the  character  of  the  people  who 
use  them;  and  they  link  one  charac- 
ter with  another. 

No  wonder  we  use  the  same  term 
—"magazine" — to  indicate  both  a 
printed  book  and  a  store  of  ammu- 
nition! Words,  whether  printed  or 
spoken,  can  have  explosive,  de- 
structive, shattering  power;  they 
can  blow  men  to  bits. 

The  Bible  is  full  of  warnings 
about  our  use  of  words.  It  calls 
upon  men  to  watch  their  language, 
and  to  discipline  their  conversa- 
tion. "Let  the  words  of  my  mouth  .  .  . 
be  acceptable  in  thy  sight,  O  Lord, 
my  rock  and  my  redeemer"  (Psalm 
19:14).  Knowing  the  power  of  the 
word   either  to   blast   or   bless,   he 


utters  the  fervent  prayer,  "Set  a 
guard  over  my  mouth,  O  Lord, 
keep  watch  over  the  door  of  my 
lips!"  (Psalm  141:3). 

And  in  the  New  Testament  the 
warning  takes  on  an  even  deeper 
note.  Some  of  the  sternest  things 
Jesus  said  were  directed  to  the 
discipline  of  the  tongue.  "You  have 
heard  that  it  was  said  to  the  men 
of  old,  'You  shall  not  kill' .  . .  .but 
I  say  to  you  that .  .  .  whoever 
insults  his  brother  shall  be  liable 
to  the  council,  and  whoever  says, 
'You  fool!'  shall  be  liable  to  the 
hell  of  fire"  (Matthew  5:21,  22). 
Again,  "Let  what  you  say  be  sim- 
ply 'Yes'  or  'No';  anything  more 
than  this  comes  from  evil"  (Mat- 
thew 5:37).  Or  yet  again,  "I  tell 
you,  on  the  day  of  judgment,  men 
will  render  account  for  every  care- 
less word  they  utter;  for  by  your 
words  you  will  be  justified,  and  by 
your  words  you  will  be  condemned" 


Dr.    Martin    is    pastor    of   the   First    Community    Church,    6250    St. 
Moritz  Street,  Dallas,  Tex.  75214 
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(Matthew  12:36,  37).  The  terrible 
third  chapter  of  the  Epistle  of 
James  continues  in  the  same  vein: 
"The  tongue  is  a  fire,"  he  says. 
With  these  warnings  before  us,  let 
us  look  now  at  the  three  functions 
of  language. 

Words  Reveal  What  a  Man  Is. 

Words  are  important  because  they 
reveal  what  a  man  is.  "Out  of  the 
abundance  of  the  heart  the  mouth 
speaks,"  said  Jesus.  It  sometimes 
seems  that  it  is  not  abundance,  but 
poverty  that  causes  men  to  indulge 
in  bad  language.  The  increasing 
popularity  of  the  four-letter  vo- 
cabulary seems  to  indicate  a  pau- 
city of  language.  Because  men  have 
poor  acquaintance  with  the  splen- 
dor of  the  English  tongue,  they 
have  recourse  to  swear  words  for 
emphasis  and  effectiveness. 

But  there  is  more  to  it  than 
that!  Many  men,  who  know  better, 
often  use  the  vocabulary  of  ob- 
scenity and  scatology  and  blas- 
phemy in  order  to  shock  and  to  pour 
scorn  on  the  conventions  of  society. 
They  profess  to  believe  that  the 
bourgeois,  middle-class  world  is 
"up-tight,"  hypocritical,  evasive 
about  the  "facts  of  life."  They  seek 
to  remedy  this  by  "calling  a  spade 
a  spade."  But  the  use  of  four- 
letter  words  that  have  some  del- 
icacy and  dignity  about  them, 
could  do  it  more  effectively.  For 
the  use  of  foul  language  is  in  the 
end  boring  and  unenlightening. 

Besides  which — and  here  we 
come  to  what  I  think  is  the  core 
of  the  matter — scatological  and 
obscene  words  coarsen  and  brutal- 


ize life.  I  sometimes  suspect  that 
this  is  their  deliberate  intent — to 
dull  and  blunt  the  finer  sensibili- 
ties of  life,  to  bring  life's  rever- 
ences and  reticences  into  contempt. 
How  can  a  man  pray  to  God  if  he 
has  used  the  Lord's  name  as  a 
cus sword  all  day?  How  can  he 
approach  the  sacred  intimacies  of 
married  life  with  freshness  and 
tenderness,  if  he  has  reduced  the 
vocabulary  of  love  to  barnyard 
terms?  If  a  man  habitually  indulges 
in  foul  language,  it  would  seem  to 
me  to  indicate  that  he  is  afraid  of 
the  claims  of  holiness  and  beauty 
and  goodness  upon  him.  He  is  say- 
ing in  effect,  I  will  not  recognize 
those  claims;  I  will  not  meet  life 
with  reverence  and  finesse;  I  will 
take  and  handle  it  on  its  lowest 
terms. 

But  "bad  language"  is  not  al- 
ways scatological  and  obscene. 
Many  so-called  "clean-mouthed" 
people  succumb  to  the  use  of  what 
Jesus  called  "careless"  words.  They 
brutalize  human  relationships  by 
the  employment  of  such  epithets  as 
"kike,"  "nigger,"  "wop,"  "polack" 
and  "sheeney."  There  is  a  chastity 
of  the  tongue  that  goes  far  deeper 
than  the  avoidance  of  barroom 
swearing. 

We  Are  Affected  By  What  We  Say 

But  we  are  called  upon  to  watch 
our  language,  not  only  because  it 
reveals  what  lies  deep  within  us — 
our  unacknowledged  coarseness 
and  in  sensitivity,  our  prejudices 
and  irrational  feelings — but  also 
because  the  habitual  use  of  bad 
words       actually      promotes      and 
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strengthens  those  feelings. 

In  Admiral  Richard  Byrd's  heroic 
book,  Alone,  he  recounts  his  lonely 
vigil  in  the  Antarctic  wastes.  For 
months  he  lived  by  himself,  and 
found  that  unsupported  self  on  the 
verge  of  cracking  up.  Believing  in 
the  power  of  mind  over  matter,  he 
devised  many  techniques  for 
strengthening  his  morale.  Although 
he  had  never  been  much  of  a  cus- 
sing man  (at  least  not  by  Navy 
standards!),  he  found  himself  at 
first,  quick  to  open  fire  at  every- 
thing that  tried  his  patience  or 
evoked  his  exasperation.  But  he 
found  that  this  was  doing  him  no 
good,  and  he  solemnly  resolved  to 
give  up  swearing,  even  to  himself: 
"I  realized  that  profanity  could 
shock  no  one  but  myself." 

A  man  can  either  ennoble  or  bru- 
talize himself  by  the  words  he 
uses.  A  man  who,  diddled  by  pop- 
ular books  professing  a  scientific 
basis,  envisions  himself  as  a  "Naked 
Ape,"  will  be  a  different  character 
from  the  man  who  takes  seriously 
the  words,  "Now  are  we  the  sons 
of  God,  and  it  doth  not  yet  appear 
what  we  shall  be"  (1  John  3:2 
KJV). 

Means  of  Communication 

Language  is  important  because 
it  is  the  means,  perhaps  the  chief 
means  of  communication  between 
man  and  his  fellowmen.  But  com- 
munication is  more  than  imparting 
information.  The  words  we  use  one 
with  another  may  either  build  up 
or  destroy  confidence,  may  either 
inspire  or  deflate.  The  finest  trib- 
ute   paid    to    that    long  -  suffering 


man,  Job,  was  given  by  his  friends: 
"Your  words  have  kept  men  on  their 
feet,"  they  said.  We  all  know  the 
other  kind  of  words — words  that 
knock  men  off  their  feet,  that  send 
them  reeling,  that  take  the  wind 
out  of  their  sails.  Words,  like  movies, 
can  be  three-dimensional.  They  can 
degrade,  discourage,  and  dispar- 
age! 

In  the  book  of  Ecclesiastes  there 
is  a  verse  which  Dr.  James  Mof- 
fatt  has  translated  with  his  usual 
freshness,  "A  wise  man's  words  are 
like  goads  . . .  and  like  nails  driven 
home  "  (Ecclesiastes  12:11).  A  goad 
is  a  cattle-prod.  It  is  a  stick  to 
urge  animals  on  to  "fresh  fields 
and  pastures  new."  That  is  what 
good  conversation  does  also;  it 
prods  people  forward,  it  opens  up 
new  horizons.  Idle  conversation 
leaves  men  exactly  where  they 
were,  in  the  old  familiar  ruts  of 
inherited  prejudice  and  stale  con- 
vention. It  was  the  words  of  a  wise 
man  that  spurred  John  R.  Mott 
on  to  become  a  great  Christian 
statesman.  As  a  student  he  was 
just  an  amiable  drifter,  but  one 
day  he  chanced  to  hear  a  mission- 
ary on  the  college  campus.  Quoting 
scripture  the  older  man  said,  "Seek- 
est  thou  great  things  for  thyself? 
Seek  them  not!"  Those  words 
jolted  Mott  out  of  his  self-centered 
existence,  and  he  rushed  out  of 
the  hall  a  new  man. 

Ecclesiastes  says  that  words  are 
not  only  like  goads,  they  are  like 
"nails  firmly  driven  in."  We  often 
hear  the  expression,  "nailing  a  man 
down."  Words  can  be  used  in  order 
to  dispute  and  confute  and  argue, 
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but  sometimes  the  best  thing  we 
can  do  for  a  man  is  to  hold  him 
to  what  he  says.  "Do  you  really 
mean  that?  And  if  you  do,  are  you 
prepared  to  follow  it  to  its  logical 
conclusion?"  Faced  with  such  a 
challenge,  many  a  man  discovers 
that  he  has  simply  been  mouthing 
slogans  in  which  he  does  not  really 
believe. 

Improve  Your  Vocabulary 

Since  language  is  so  impor- 
tant, and  is  so  closely  linked  with 
our  personality,  we  should  make 
every  effort  to  improve  our  vocab- 
ulary and  our  turns  of  speech.  We 
should  aim  at  precision;  instead 
of  using  large  and  vague  statements 
we  should  strive  to  say  exactly 
what  we  mean.  We  might  then  come 
to  mean  what  we  say!  We  should 
aim  at  conversation  that  builds 
bridges  of  understanding,  and  that 
seeks  common  ground,  instead  of 
using  words  that  drive  a  wedge 
between  man  and  man.  We  should 
avoid  words  that  smear  and  that 
cloud  the  issue,  instead  of  enlight- 
ening and  clarifying. 

To  achieve  this,  we  need  not 
only  the  help  of  the  dictionary, 
but  of  the  great  users  of  our  English 
tongue,  men  who  have  used  lan- 
guage both  with  clarity  and  char- 
ity. ■  ■ 


WHICH  IS  IT? 
'I  would  do  better  if  I  could," 

Or 
'I  could  do  better  if  I  would." 

— M8ry  Hamlett  Goodman 


Daily  Bible  Readings 


Febi 


DAY 


BOOK  CHAPTER 

A  Life  of  High  Privilege 

1  Sunday Psalm 8:1-9 

2 Isaiah 41:8-14 

3 John 10:1-11 

4 1  Corinthians . .  1:18-31 

5 Ephesians 1:1-14 

6 1  Peter 2:1-10 

7 1  John 3:1-10 

Living  the  Spirit  of  Christ 

8  Sunday Luke 4:14-21 

9 Mark 9:30-37 

10 Mark 10:35-45 

11 1  Corinthians..  9: 19-27 

12 2  Corinthians.. 5: 11 -21 

13 Philippians 2:1-16 

14 2  Timothy.  .3:14  to  4:8 

Life  in  Dependence  on  God 

15  Sunday Deuteronomy . .  8: 1 1  -20 

16 .Deuteronomy . .  .31:1-8 

17 Psalm 25:1-14* 

18 Psalm 28:1-9* 

19 1  Peter 5:1-11 

20 1  John 2:1-17 

21 James 4:13-17 

Righteous  Life 

22  Sunday Exodus 20:1-17 

23 Deuteronomy  . . .  .6:1-9 

24 Proverbs 16:1-11 

25 Isaiah 58:1-12 

26 Amos 5:14-24 

27 Micah 6:1-8 

28 Matthew 5:13-20 

*This  Psalm  is  numbered  one  less  in  some  Bibles. 

Adolescence  is  when  boys  discover 
girls,  and  girls  discover  they've  been 
discovered. 

— Wit  and  Humor. 
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Memory  to  the  Greatest 


ON  the  campus  of  Springfield  College  in  Springfield,  Massa- 
chusetts, there  stands  a  bright,  beautifully  modern  build- 
ing which  is  dedicated  to  the  greatest  men  in  basketball:  The 
Basketball  Hall  of  Fame.  Just  a  few  years  ago  this  building  was 
just  a  dream  for  a  number  of  men;  how  it  became  a  reality  is 
another  story. 

It  all  began  in  1891  when  the  good  Dr.  James  Naismith  founded 
the  brand  new  indoor  game  of  basketball.  From  that  time  on  the 
game  spread  from  one  part  of  the  earth  to  the  other.  The  highlight 
of  the  sport  came  when  it  was  accepted  and  played  in  the  first 
Olympics  of  1936,  in  Berlin,  Germany.  The  National  Basketball 
Coaches  Association  raised  money  and  sent  Dr.  Naismith,  as 
its  guest,  to  the  Olympics.  The  doctor  was  thrilled  beyond  words 
seeing  the  game  played  on  a  world-wide  scale  and  he  had  a  won- 
derful idea  when  he  returned  to  America.  With  some  money  left 
over  from  the  trip  he  proposed  that  it  be  used  to  build  a  Hall  of 
Fame  to  Basketball. 

The  committee  then  took  over,  and  the  Hall  of  Fame  fund- 
raising  effort  began  in  1939.  World  War  II  intervened  for  four 
years.  Edward  Hickox  served  as  the  unpaid  Secretary  from  1949- 
1963.  Clifford  Wells  (former  coach  of  Tulsa  University)  was  Ex- 
ecutive Director  from  1963-1966  and  Lee  Williams  (former  coach 
and  athletic  director  of  Colby  College)  took  over  the  reins  in  July, 
1966.  With  the  help  of  these  sports-minded  men  the  first  steel 
of  the  Hall  of  Fame  was  put  in  place  on  December  20,  1966. 
The  original  plans  called  for  a  building  with  two  wings,  at  a  cost 
of  one  million  dollars.  It  had  to  be  changed  and  built  with  a  single 
wing  for  seven  hundred  thousand  ($700,000)  dollars.  This  beautiful 
structure  was  completed  in  December,  1967,  and  the  door  opened 
to  the  eager  public  on  February  17,  1968. 

There  are  three  floors  to  this  beautiful,  light-filled  building. 
The  highlight  is  the  Honors  Court,  where  one  will  be  awed  by  the 
Cathedral-like  ceiling  to  floor  plaques  that  are  individually  hand- 
painted  for  the  game's  great  heroes.  Cousy,  Luisetti,  Mikan,  Lap- 
chick,  Holman,  Rupp,  Russell,  and  Auerbach.  When  you  come  to 
Dr.  Naismith's  portrait,  look  closely  for  he  has  a  faint  happy 
smile ....  his  dream  did  come  true,  made  possible  by  others 
like  him. 

— Mario  De  Marco 
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The  Seckeniny  peak* 


By  Warren  L.  Wilder 


Courage  and  love  are  important  ingredients  in  this  story 
of  high  excitement  and  danger  in  the  Swiss  mountains 


NO,  he  couldn't  have  done  it! 
Not  by  himself!" 

Stefan  muttered  these  words  over 
and  over  to  himself  as  he  stared  at 
the  white  battlements  of  peaks 
that  lay  spread  in  a  pool  of  early 
morning  light. 

Stefan's  brother  was  somewhere 
up  there.  Of  that  he  was  sure.  Lost 
amid  the  twisting  rock-spines  or  the 
dangerous  snowcliffs.  And  it  was 
his  duty  to  go  after  him. 

Since  his  brother  was  discovered 
missing,  there  had  been  nervous 
excitement  at  the  Swiss  mountain 
inn  owned  by  Herr  Kebel,  Stefan's 
father.  Everyone  was  worried.  For 
his  brother  had  been  absent  more 
than  twelve  hours. 

It  was  less  than  a  week  ago  that 
Stefan  had  said  to  his  brother: 
"Don't  worry,  you  and  I  will  climb 
the  mighty  Auswern  together,  you 
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and  I  some  day.  We'll  show  every- 
one in  Switzerland  what  great 
climbers  we  are!" 

"But  when?"  Rolf  had  asked 
anxiously  He  was  watching  him  as 
they  walked  down  a  road  that 
curved  between  open  pastures  then 
crossed  a  small  stream. 

Stefan  remembered  how  he  and 
Rolf  had  stopped  suddenly.  His 
brother's  thin,  freckled  face  had 
lifted  toward  the  shining  dome  that 
was  like  white  fire  rising  in  the 
vastness  of  the  sky.  And  Stefan, 
following  his  glance,  was  seeing 
not  only  the  beauty  of  the  moun- 
tain, but  its  treachery,  too — the 
rugged  blue  ice  and  chimneys,  the 
layers  of  wind-driven  snow,  and 
the  howling  blizzards  which  at- 
tack the  mountain  this  time  of 
year. 

Even   his   father,   an  experienced 


guide,  knew  enough  to  avoid  Aus- 
wern  during  the  season  of  bliz- 
zards. 

Stefan  told  his  brother:  "We  will 
have  to  wait  to  go  climbing.  I 
can  take  you  later." 

Rolf  protested.  "I  want  to  go 
now.  Please."  And  the  fifteen- 
year-old  youth  stared  at  him  with 
imploring,  urgent  eyes.  "Every  year 
you  tell  me  the  same  thing.  We  will 
go  later.  But  you  think  I  am  too 
weak,  too  puny  to  do  any  climbing. 
It  is  not  true.  I  promise  you.  I  am 
ready.  I  am  not  weak.  Please  let  me 
go  with  you.  We  will  climb  the 
Auswern  together." 

"No,  I'm  sorry.  It  is  impossible," 
said  Stefan. 

The  disappointment  in  Rolfs 
eyes  was  heartbreaking.  With  every 
bone  in  him  he  wanted  to  climb. 
With  every  fiber  in  him.  Although 
he  was  considered  by  his  parents 
to  be  frail  and  almost  anemic, 
there  was  still  this  burning  urgency 
to  climb. 

What  drove  him?  What  made  him 
so  determined?  Nothing  could  sway 
him  from  this  ambition.  Nothing, 
not  even  the  howling  blizzards,  the 
obvious  danger  of  ice  and  snow. 

He  had  no  time  to  puzzle  over 
motives.  For  there  wasn't  a  minute 
to  lose.  Rolf  had  gone  on  alone; 
some  time  early  this  morning.  Of 
this  he  was  quite  certain. 

Incredible,  Stefan  thought,  that 
he  should  take  such  an  awful 
chance. 

He  must  go  after  him.  It  was  too 
risky  for  him  to  be  trailing  across 
the  mountain  walls  alone.  The  gran- 
ite faces  and  icy  snow-ledges  were 


far  too  much,  taxing  any  climber  to 
the  hilt. 

Stefan  lost  no  time  in  preparing 
himself.  He  rushed  to  the  storage 
room  in  the  inn  and  gathered  wool- 
en blankets  and  a  large  rucksack. 
Then  he  scooped  up  some  meat  tins 
from  kitchen  shelves. 

THAT  afternoon  in  the  soft  pink 
light  he  stood  in  uneasy 
silence,  gazing  up  at  the  pale  yel- 
low mist  which  thinly  covered  the 
towering  peaks  and  white  glacier 
plains.  Adjusting  his  leather  strap, 
he  started  down  a  forest  path  which 
led  to  thick  high  pastures. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  for  climb- 
ing. Very  quiet  and  peaceful.  Stefan 
found  great  pleasure  in  the  exhil- 
arating exercise.  He  moved  through 
the  meadows  with  agile  steps. 
Skirting  a  rim  of  green  hillside, 
his  pace  slowed  down.  And  soon  he 
was  forced  to  stop  and  rest  sev- 
eral minutes. 

Somewhere  above  in  the  world 
of  ice,  rock,  and  sky  his  brother 
was  threading  his  way.  How  far 
could  he  go  on  his  own?  It  made 
him  uneasy  to  speculate.  Perhaps 
Rolf  already  had  arrived  at  the 
first  hut.  And  was  resting  on  the 
stones  outside  the  hut. 

Sucking  in  fresh  air,  Stefan  no- 
ticed it  was  starting  to  get  cool. 
It  was  good  that  he  had  brought 
along  blankets.  He  winced,  think- 
ing about  Rolf.  On  a  mountain  it 
was  easy  to  get  lost,  easy  to  slip 
and  lose  one's  balance.  But  he 
must  not  worry.  He  told  himself 
he  must  have  strong  faith. 

He  hoped,  too,  that  Rolf  retained 
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his  faith  and  remembered  the  les- 
sons taught  by  his  father. 

Herr  Kebel  often  had  said  they 
should  desire  greatly  to  live  a 
Christian  life,  one  that  is  pleasing 
to  God. 

No  one  is  ever  lost  as  long  as  God 
is  on  your  side.  So  you  must  always 
have  strong  faith,  he  had  said. 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  as  Stefan 
approached  the  first  hut,  the  wind 
started  to  howl.  It  blew  all  around 
him,  pouring  among  high  slopes 
and  ridges,  and  sweeping  toward 
the  sheer  rocky  face  of  the  summit. 

' 'Rolf! "he called.  "Rolf!" 

Now  breathless  and  wary,  he 
scrambled  up  a  boulder-hill.  Loom- 
ing in  a  small  clearing  was  the 
first  hut.  He  hastened  toward  it, 
hoping  to  find  Rolf  inside.  But  it 
was  empty.  He  sat  down  in  vexa- 
tion. Perhaps  Rolf  had  gone  farther. 
Stefan  glanced  round  the  hut  for  a 
few  seconds.  An  empty  can  of  beans 
was  beside  a  kerosene  stove.  Signs 
of  Rolf.  He  had  been  cooking  recent- 
ly. And  there  was  Rolf's  brown  cap 
sitting  on  a  shelf. 

Stefan  picked  up  the  cap  and 
glanced  at  it.  A  great  sadness 
welled  up  in  him.  He  reproved  him- 
self for  Rolf's  foolishness.  He  should 
have  taken  better  care  of  him.  Now 
there  was  real  cause  for  worry.  For 
beyond  this  hut  danger  increased  a 
thousandfold.  Usually,  at  this 
time  of  year,  a  thick  glaze  of  ice 
surrounded  the  north  ridge.  In 
order  to  traverse  it,  Rolf  would  have 
to  cut  steps  with  an  ax. 

Surely  he  wouldn't  attempt  to  go 
on  without  the  proper  equipment. 
And  in  a  few  hours  it  would  be  get- 


ting dark.  In  anger  Stefan  kicked 
the  kerosene  stove.  He  trailed  out- 
side into  an  almost  deafening  wind. 

Above  the  eerie  cry  of  the  wind, 
he  called  his  brother.  The  lonely 
wind  sang  back  to  him.  In  the 
fading  afternoon  light  the  north 
ridge  twisted  upward  like  smooth 
glistening  bits  of  glass. 

Anxiously  he  followed  a  narrow 
path,  guarded  on  either  side  by 
gray  boulders.  Suddenly  he  halted. 
He  spotted  a  thin  dark  speck  moving 
among  the  rocks  in  the  clear  golden 
light  above.  The  figure  was  crawl- 
ing about  on  all  fours  like  a  wound- 
ed animal.  Rolf!  His  heart  skipped 
a  beat  or  two.  Rolf.  Against  the 
sinking  folds  of  sunlight,  the  figure 
slid  along,  shadow-like,  wind-driv- 
en. 

SUDDENLY  a  cry  burst  forth. 
Or  was  it  the  humming  of 
the  wind?  Then  another  cry  rever- 
berated among  the  rocks,  and  he 
saw  his  brother's  body  disappear. 
Stefan's  chest  rose  and  fell  as  his 
heart  beat  rapidly.  Rolf!  Rolf!  He 
threaded  his  way  up  a  boulder 
slope  and  emerged  at  the  crest  of 
a  smooth  field  of  snow.  Down  at 
the  bottom  was  Rolf  lying  on  a 
small  snow-ledge.  He  was  clinging 
desperately  to  the  sheer  rising 
white  wall.  Below  him  tumbled  an 
immensity  of  several  hundred  feet 
of  yawning  space. 

Stefan  was  too  stunned  to  move. 
By  now  Rolf  had  spotted  him.  He 
was  squinting  up  at  him,  his  eyes 
burning  with  urgency.  "Stefan,  help 
me!  Help  me! "  the  youth  cried. 

Rolf's  footprints  curved  down  to- 
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ward  where  he  had  slipped.  The 
narrow  shelf  supporting  him  was, 
just  large  enough  for  his  cramped, 
curled-up,  half -frozen  body. 

Stefan  snapped  to  his  senses, 
knowing  what  he  must  do.  "It's 
O.K.,  Rolf,  don't  be  afraid,"  he 
told  him.  He  tied  a  rope  about  his 
waist,  then  fastened  a  knot  on  the 
end  of  it,  and  pitched  the  rope 
down  to  him. 

"Take  hold!"  cried  Stefan.  "Take 
the  rope!"  He  shouted  until  his 
lungs  were  almost  bursting  so  that 
he  could  be  heard  above  the  wind. 

Not  only  was  the  wind  rising 
between  them,  but  the  shape  of 
fear  also  hung  there.  And  for  a 
long  moment  the  two  stared  across 
the  whiteness  at  each  other. 

What  was  wrong  with  him?  Stefan 
mused.  Why  didn't  he  pull  himself 
up?  Perhaps  he  was  too  scared. 

"Grab  the  rope!  Hurry,  Rolf! 
There's  little  time  to  waste." 

Every  second  now  was  punctu- 
ated by  a  compelling  inner  urgency. 
And  the  seconds,  the  minutes 
ticked  away.  The  wind  was  a  power- 
ful humming,  then  a  loud  roaring. 
Finally,  the  youth  responded.  Rolf's 
fingers  moved  out  toward  the  dang- 
ling rope,  grabbing  it  with  a  frantic 
motion.  And  Stefan  gave  a  sigh  of 
relief. 

"I  can't  move!"  Rolf  said.  "I'm 
scared!  It's  below  me!  Nothing  but 
air!" 

Stefan  felt  his  heart  pumping 
fast.  He  had  a  momentary  vision 
of  Rolfs  body  hurling  over  the 
deep  canyons  of  ice  and  rock  walls, 
down   among   the   giant   white   gla- 


Rolf  s  right  hand  was  still  clutch- 
ing the  end  of  the  rope.  But  he 
refused  to  try  to  lift  himself  up. 

"What's  the  matter,  Rolf?  Why 
don't  you  come  on?  I've  got  a  tight 
grip." 

Stefan  leaned  over  the  cliff  edge, 
peering  down  at  him.  The  snow  was 
tightly  packed.  Very  smooth  and 
slippery.  Every  step  was  a  risk.  If 
he  lost  his  balance,  both  of  them 
would  surely  go  tumbling  down  into 
space. 

Great  waves  of  emotion  swept 
over  the  young  man.  He  kept  urging 
the  figure,  still  clinging  precarious- 
ly to  the  narrow  white  ledge. 

"Rolf,  listen  to  me!  You've  got 
to  try  to  help  yourself.  I  know  I 
lied  to  you  before.  I  said  we'd  go 
high  up  in  the  mountains.  And 
next  spring  I'll  start  teaching  you. 
Honest.  We'll  go  together!"  His 
breath  tightened.  While  he  hesi- 
tated, motionless  and  anxious,  the 
wind  thundered  through  the  snow- 
ruffled  glaciers  and  peaks  above 
them. 

Then,  loudly,  Stefan  cried:  "All 
right,  you  want  to  show  me  what 
you  can  do!  Then  show  me!  That's 
why  you  came  up  here,  isn't  it, 
Rolf?  To  show  me,  to  show  everyone 
that  you're  not  so  weak  or  puny. 
I'm  waiting.  Now.  Show  me!"  He 
gave  an  anxious  pause.  "Don't  lose 
faith,  Rolf.  You've  got  to  believe 
in  yourself.  Have  faith  in  your- 
self, in  God.  Don't  give  up!" 

Rolf  was  still  gazing  up  at  him, 
his  eyes  two  troubled  dark  slits. 

The  snowy,  jagged  summits 
seemed  to  be  slowly  closing  in  on 
them.  And  the  world  above  him  was 
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a  blinding  whiteness  that  dimmed 
and  blurred  his  vision. 

"Come  on,  you  little  runt!  You're 
scared,  aren't  you!  You're  a  big 
baby!  You  haven't  got  the  guts  of 
a  chicken!" 

His  brother's  gaze  changed  rap- 
idly to  one  of  shocked  disbelief. 

"Show  me!  Now!  But  you're  a 
coward,  aren't  you!  You're  a  bigger 
coward  than  I  ever  thought!"  As 
the  words  tumbled  out,  he  winced 
at  the  harsh  sound  of  them.  He 
wished  only  to  stir  his  brother 
into  action.  And  if  he  could  make 
him  angry  enough,  then,  perhaps, 
it  might  work. 

Finally,  he  saw  his  brother  tight- 
en his  thin  lips.  He  saw  the  facial 
muscles  respond  with  a  determined 
eagerness.  Then  his  brother  gripped 
the  rope  with  both  hands  and 
crawled  upward  several  feet. 

It  was  a  beginning.  But  Rolf 
had  stopped  there. 

"Come  on!"  he  shouted  again. 
"Show  me  you're  not  afraid.  Show 
me!" 

Rolf  pulled  himself  up  another 
few  inches.  Between  them  the  rope 
twisted  like  a  black  coiling  snake. 

Still  he  came.  Inch  by  inch  he 
pressed  upward,  one  hand  in  front 
of  the  other,  one  wary  step,  and 
then  another.  The  wind  had  calmed 
during  his  slow  advance  as  if  it 
were  surprised  at  his  progress. 

"That's  right,  let's  move  faster," 
said  Stefan,  urging  him  on.  Then, 
above  the  low  humming  of  the  wind, 
he  cried:  "Rolf,  a  little  bit  further. 
Just  a  little  bit  more." 

Rolf  reached  out.  He  grasped 
Stefan's     outstretched     palm.     He 


was  in  an  area  of  relative  safety. 
The  snow,  deep  and  hard-packed 
yielded  to  his  anxious  steps. 

"I  made  it!"  Rolf  exclaimed.  "I 
made  it!" 

Together,  they  threaded  down 
the  snowslope.  The  way  was  narrow 
and  steep  for  a  few  minutes.  They 
weaved  among  a  sea  of  rocks  and 
ice  ponds,  and  soon  were  down  at 
the  first  hut.  Stefan  got  busy  at 
the  kerosene  stove  and  prepared 
some  hot  tea.  He  watched  Rolf 
drink  the  warm  liquid.  Watched  him 
smack  his  lips  and  cry  out:  "Good." 

Rolf's  breath  was  becoming  more 
steady.  There  was  a  slight  tremor 
in  his  voice.  "Listen  to  me,  Stefan, 
did  you  mean  it  up  there — when 
you  said  we'd  go  climbing  together?" 

Stefan,  huddling  beside  the 
stove,  nodded.  "Of  course,  I  meant 
it."  He  gulped.  "Boy,  you  had  me 
worried  for  a  minute.  I  thought  you 
were  going  to  give  up  on  me.  But 
you  fooled  me,  Rolf.  You're  kind  of 
puny-looking  on  the  outside.  But 
looks  are  deceiving.  What  you  lack 
in  experience  and  ability,  you  make 
up  for  in  sheer  guts  and  will  power. 
Never  quit,  Rolf."  He  gazed  through 
the  closed  window  toward  the  red 
embers  of  the  sun,  now  fading  in 
a  hill  of  sky.  "And  I  noticed  you 
kept  your  faith  up  there,  your  be- 
lief in  Someone  higher,  more  power- 
ful. That's  important." 

Rolf's  eager  eyes  brightened. 
"Then  we'll  make  it  next  spring, 
won't  we?  Up  the  mountain  to- 
gether?" His  gaze  fixed  hopefully 
on  his  brother. 

"Yes,"  promised  Stefan.  "Next 
spring  we'll  make  it."  ■   ■ 
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Proof  of  Love"  Is  Real  Phony 


By  Abigail  Van  Buren 


DEAR  ABBY:  An  article  I  read  of  yours  in  the  newspaper 
about  three  years  ago  has  helped  me  more  than  you'll  ever 
know. 

My  boyfriend  (fiance  now)  was  always  asking  me  to  "prove 
my  love"  to  him.  I  would  always  refuse  and  then  show  him  this 
clipping  from  Dear  Abby.  As  hard  as  this  may  seem  to  believe, 
it  always  worked.  He  is  now  in  Vietnam.  It's  kind  of  strange, 
when  he  writes  and  says,  "I'm  so  glad  that  we  waited."  As  soon 
as  his  time  in  the  Army  is  up,  we're  planning  to  be  married. 
Thanks  to  you,  what  a  beautiful  wedding  it's  going  to  be! 

You  can  disregard  my  letter,  but  you  would  be  doing  many 
girls  a  big  favor  if  you  would  once  again  print  that  same  article 
in  your  column.  Thank  you,  Abby. 

WAITING  IN  ASHEVILLE 

DEAR  WAITING:  The  "article"  you  read,  clipped  and  carried 
for  so  many  years  is  a  reprint  from  a  chapter  of  my  book  "Dear 
Teen-Ager."  I  am  pleased  to  run  it  again. 

"Girls  need  to  'prove  their  love'  through  illicit  sex  relations 
like  a  moose  needs  a  hatrack.  Why  not  'prove  your  love'  by  stick- 
ing your  head  in  the  oven  and  turning  on  the  gas?  Or  playing 
leap  frog  in  the  traffic?  It's  about  as  safe. 
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"Clear  the  cobwebs  out  of  your  head.  Any  fellow  who  asks 
you  to  'prove  your  love'  is  trying  to  take  you  for  the  biggest, 
most  gullible  fool  who  ever  walked.  That  'proving'  bit  is  one 
of  the  oldest  and  rottenest  lines  ever  invented!  Does  he  love 
you?  It  doesn't  sound  like  it.  Someone  who  loves  you  wants 
whatever  is  best  for  you.  But  now  figure  it  out.  He  wants  you 
to: 

"Commit  an  immoral  act; 

"Surrender  your  virtue; 

"Throw  away  your  self-respect; 

"Risk  the  loss  of  your  precious  reputation; 

"And  risk  getting  into  trouble. 

"Does   that    sound   as   though  he   wants   what's   best   for  you? 
This  is  the  laugh  of  the  century.   He  wants  what's  best  for  him; 
he  wants  a  thrill  he  can  brag  about  at  your  expense. 
Love?  Who's  kidding  whom? 

"A  guy  who  loves  a  girl  would  sooner  cut  off  his  right  arm 
than  hurt  her.  In  my  opinion,  this  self-serving  so-and-so  has 
proved  that  he  doesn't  love  you.  The  predictable  aftermath  of 
'proof  of  this  kind  always  finds  Don  Juan  tiring  of  his  sport. 
That's  when  he  drops  you,  picks  up  his  line,  and  goes  casting 
elsewhere  for  bigger  and  equally  silly  fish. 

"If  he  loves  you,  let  him  prove  his  love — by  marching  you  to 
the  altar!"  ■  ■ 

Reprinted  from    "Dear  Abby"   Column,    Washington    Star.    Used   by 
permission. 

QUOTES 

No  man  is  so  old  as  to  believe  he  cannot  live  one  more  year. — 
Sean  O'Casey  in  Show. 

True  happiness  is  less  dependent  upon  things  than  it  is  upon 
the  personality  of  the  individual. — Harrie  M.  Selznick. 

'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  — to  pay  alimony.— 
Mary  Hess. 

Sign  in  the  window  of  a  Sixth  Avenue,  New  York  City  Delicates- 
sen: "Is  Your  Wife's  Coffee  Grounds  for  Divorce?"  — F.  G.  Kernan. 
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Kenneth  F.  Baker,  SN,  of  the  USS  Laffey  (DD-724),  FPO  New  York, 
N.  Y.  09501,  in  his  spare  time  puts  on  magic  shows.  Above  left  he  is 
doing  some  mind  reading;  above  right  he  is  entertaining  the  children 
in  an  orphanage  in  Naples. 

Ken  writes:  ''Thus  far  I  have  presented  60  shows,  entertaining  over  12,- 
500  people  of  foreign  countries  through  live  performances.  While  in 
Athens,  Greece,  I  appeared  on  TV  entertaining  an  estimated  million 
people.  The  only  thing  I  get  in  return  is  laughter  from  my  audiences. 
But  that  is  all  I  ask,  for  it  is  the  greatest  reward  an  entertainer  can 
receive." 
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Cuban  exiles  celebrate  religious 
feast  at  Guantanamo  Bay — it  is 
the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Charity 
Del  Cobre,  the  Cuban  patroness.  It 
is  a  ceremony  which  has  been 
celebrated  in  Cuba  for  generations. 
They  march  in  a  candlelight  proces- 
sion; they  sing — above  shows  Cu- 
bans and  Americans  singing  to- 
gether. 


News  in 
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You  Gotta  Be  Kiddin.  It's  True.  This  board  is  displayed  in  the  Padre's 
Coffee  House  at  Nakhon  Phanom  Royal  Thai  Air  Force  Base,  Thailand. 
It  presents  9  beautiful  co-eds,  the  kind  you  want  to  marry.  All  are  cover 
girls  from  THE  LINK  magazine.  Chaplain  Richard  B.  Hayward,  USAF, 
dreamed  up  the  idea.  The  caption  says:  "YOUR  ALL  AMERICAN 
GIRL  IS  WAITING  FOR  YOU!"  Sgt  Mike  Chmielewski  is  the  young 
man  girl  watching. 


The  new  Chapel  of  Communica- 
tions at  the  43rd  Signal  Battalion 
in  Pleiku  was  dedicated  June  9, 
1969.  The  construction  of  the  chapel 
was  aided  by  members  of  the 
ARVN II  Corps  Tactical  Battalion. 
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From 
"Roughs" 
to  Riches 

By  Bill  Boynansky 


This  successful  cartoonist 
gives  some  free  advice  to  pro- 
spective cartoonists 


Mort  Walker 


WHY  ARE  yOU 
DIGGING  YOUR 
FOXUOLE  SO      "©    , 
DEER  KILLER? 


I  SUPPOSE  M 
GO   OVER  IT 
WITM  A   FINE 
TOOTM  COMe 
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LIKE  to  "doodle"  or  sketch? 
I  Think  you  might  be  a  pro- 
fessional cartoonist  someday?  Thou- 
sands do,  but  flinch  at  the  task  of 
learning  how.  They  can  take  a 
lesson  from  cartoonist  Mort  Walker, 
creator  of  the  now  famous  "Beetle 
Bailey"  comic  strip,  which  appears 
in  more  than  225  newspapers 
throughout  the  world  and  earns 
over  $120,000  a  year. 

While  still  in  his  teens,  Mort 
took  an  interest  in  drawing,  al- 
though he  admits  smilingly,  "I  was 
pretty  much  ashamed  of  the  poor 
work  I  used  to  turn  out  then." 
But  Mort  Walker  loved  to  draw 
and  kept  at  it  until  one  day,  he 
came  across  a  copy  of  Boy's  Mag- 
azine and  learned  about  their 
monthly  cartoon  contests.  He 
started  entering  them  every  month 


until  one  day  his  work  showed 
great  improvement  and  he  started 
winning  the  cartoon  contest  prizes 
for  his  drawings,  not  once  or  twice, 
but  often.  This  not  only  gave  him 
more  encouragement  to  continue 
with  his  drawing  career,  but  also  a 
chance  to  develop  his  abilities. 

In  my  personal  interview  with 
Mort  Walker,  he  related  to  me,  "I 
have  been  drawing  ever  since  I 
could  hold  a  pencil,  but  the  boy's 
magazine  gave  me  my  first  chance 
to  see  my  work  in  a  national  maga- 
zine and  I  began  to  develop  a  pro- 
fessional touch.  I  had  about  a  dozen 
cartoons  printed  over  a  period  of 
less  than  two  years.  I  think  I  won 
first  prize  twice,  second  prize  twice, 
and  third  prize  once.  Not  only 
did  it  encourage  me  a  lot,  but  the 
prize    money    bought    me    a   lot   of 


NO,  WITH 

TANK/ 
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sodas  with  my  girl  friends  after 
school,  which  boosted  me  along 
socially  quite  a  bit.  Who  knows 
how  I  might  have  turned  out  had 
it  not  been  for  those  cartoon  con- 
tests? I  might  still  be  a  shy  bache- 
lor instead  of  the  father  of  three 
children." 

I  asked  Mort  how  he  felt  when  the 
magazines  published  his  first  car- 
toon, and  he  said,  "Seeing  my  work 
in  print  those  days  was  a  big  thrill 
and  it  helped  me  immeasurably  to 
improve  my  style.  I  really  used  to 
work  on  those  contests  ...  I'd 
think  up  dozens  of  ideas  and  select 
the  best  ones  and  submit  several 
drawings  each  month.  Naturally, 
I  was  heartbroken  if  I  didn't  make 
the  grade  in  the  next  issue  but  I'd 
go  to  work  even  harder.  The  dis- 
appointment of  having  my  work 
rejected  prepared  me  somewhat  for 
the  numerous  rejections  which  were 
to  follow  later  in  professional  life. 
I  learned  early  that  even  the  best 
cartoonists  have  their  work  rejected 
constantly,  and  that  the  hardest 
worker,  the  one  who  produces  the 
most  work  regularly,  is  the  one  who 
will  come  up  with  the  most  prizes 
in  the  end!" 

"That's  for  sure,  Mort,"  I  said. 
"Tell  me,  did  you  start  making  any 
money  with  your  cartoons  when  you 
started  to  learn  to  draw?" 

"It  seems  I  have  always  made 
money  at  cartooning,"  Mort  re- 
sponded. "I  began  when  I  was  about 
ten  years  old  selling  to  local  news- 
papers and  church  publications.  I 
used  to  get  a  dollar  or  so  for  each 
cartoon.  Then  I  began  selling  to 
pulp      magazines,      house     organs, 


greeting  cards,  etc.,  and  the  prices 
began  to  rise!  Where  most  young 
boys  cut  grass  or  run  errands  for 
their  expense  money,  I  drew  car- 
toons. I  put  myself  through  college 
by  drawing. 

"I  sold  my  first  cartoon  to  The 
Saturday  Evening  Post  while  still 
in  college.  On  the  strength  of  that 
one  sale  I  decided  to  come  to  New 
York  to  make  the  proverbial  million 
dollars.  For  the  first  six  months  I 
lived  in  an  old  condemned  house 
where  the  furniture  consisted  of 
orange  crates  and  a  borrowed  cot. 
Living  under  these  crude  condi- 
tions, I  forced  myself  to  produce, 
and  I  turned  out  thirty  roughs  a 
week.  Suddenly  my  work  began  to 
sell  and  within  a  year  I  was  selling 
more  than  any  other  gag  cartoonist 
in  the  business.  A  little  over  a  year 
after  that  I  sold  my  comic  strip  on 
the  first  try  to  the  first  syndicate 
I  took  it  to.  I  didn't  even  have  a 
drawing  board  yet ...  I  either 
borrowed  one  or  used  my  little 
bread  board.  But  now  that  I  was 
doing  a  strip  for  the  largest  syndi- 
cate in  the  world,  I  decided  it  was 
time  to  get  some  art  supplies!  Now, 
six  years  after  getting  out  of  school, 
my  strip  appears  in  more  than  225 
newspapers  through  the  world  and 
it  earns  over  $120,000  a  year! " 

"Mort,  that's  all  very  interesting, 
and  it  proves  one  thing  I've  always 
believed — that  if  a  person  makes 
up  his  mind  to  do  something  and 
sticks  to  it  with  a  do-or-die  spirit, 
he  can  overcome  seemingly  impos- 
sible obstacles  and  accomplish 
what  he  has  set  out  to  do.  Boys 
and    girls,    men    and    women,    can 
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certainly  learn  a  lesson  from  your 
wonderful  story.  By  the  way,  Mort, 
is  there  any  sound  advice  that  you 
would  care  to  offer  to  a  beginning 
cartoonist,  or  any  points  of  infor- 
mation you  feel  might  prove  help- 
ful in  their  chosen  career?" 

"Like  anyone  else,  I  am  full  of 
advice,"  Mort  Walker  answered. 
"As  far  as  I  know,  it's  never  helped 
anyone  I've  given  it  to,  but  I  like 
to  give  it  anyway.  I  would  advise 
young  cartoonists  to  get  rid  of  the 
idea  that  they  are  budding  gen- 
iuses. Everyone  is  a  genius  and  the 
competition  is  too  great  in  the 
genius  business.  Instead,  a  young 
person  would  do  better  to  devote 
himself  to  becoming  a  good  hack 
cartoonist.  There  aren't  too  many 
people  trying  to  be  good  hack  car- 
toonists because  it  requires  too  much 
work.  A  hack  has  to  study  the  busi- 


ness of  cartooning,  sit  up  all  night 
long  improving  his  drawing  and 
ideas,  and  go  out  and  search  for 
people  to  buy  his  work.  A  genius 
just  scribbles  down  a  few  pen  lines 
and  he  is  through.  He  doesn't  even 
care  if  his  work  never  sells  because 
he  knows  it's  good.  All  he  has  to  do 
is  wait  to  be  discovered.  In  the 
meantime,  the  hack  has  the  field 
all  to  himself.  So  stay  off  pedestals 
and  be  good  little  hacks." 

"Thank  you,  Mort,"  I  said,  "keep 
up  the  good  work.  You  are  truly 
an  inspiration  to  every  American 
boy  or  girl." 

And  there  you  have  it,  the  true 
success  story  of  an  American  boy 
who  made  good  by  getting  his  start 
in  cartooning  by  entering  contests 
in  a  boy's  magazine  and  following  it 
up  to  a  big  paying  career  plus 
fame!  ■  H 


Cartoon  used  by  permission  of  artist  and  King  Features  Syndicate. 

SAVES  HER  COPIES 

This  is  the  second  \  ear  that  I  have  received  a  gift  subscription  to  THE  LINK. 
And  this  time,  I  have  managed  to  save  every  copy.  I  hope  to  later  reread  these 
editions. 

I  was  hoping  that  I  could  receive  a  back  copy  of  the  February,  1969,  issue 
since  I  never  got  it.  I  enjoy  the  articles  and  stories  very  much  and  have  read  every 
copy  I've  received  from  cover  to  cover.  Thank  you! 

—Linda  Troutman,  1123  North  33rd  Ave.,  Melrose  Park,  111.  60160. 

(We've  sent  Linda  a  copy  of  the  Feb.  1969  issue.) 

HELL 

The  minister  was  preaching  about  hell.  A  man  spoke  up  from  the  con- 
gregation and  asked,  "How  hot  is  hell?" 

The  minister  replied:  "If  you  took  all  the  timber  in  Maine,  piled  up  and 
put  all  the  coal  in  Pennsylvania  on  top  of  it,  then  poured  all  the  oil  in 
Oklahoma  over  it  and  set  it  on  fire  and  waited  until  it  was  burning  its 
worst,  then  took  a  man  out  of  hell  and  threw  him  in  the  midst  of  it,  he 
would  just  naturally  freeze  to  death."—  Nashville  Banner. 
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GREAT  CHAPTERS  OF  THE  BIBLE:  ISAIAH  6 


A  Young  Man  Meets  God 


By  Kyle  M.Yates 


HOW  does  a  man  become  a  prophet?  What  happens  to  bring 
about  a  complete  change  in  the  individual?  When  that 
person  is  to  become  the  number  one  prophet  in  all  the  world, 
what  extra  ingredient  is  added  to  guarantee  true  greatness?  How 
does  a  prophet  receive  his  call  to  preach  and  the  inspiration  to 
grow  into  a  mighty  messenger  for  the  Lord? 

The  man  who  was  named  Isaiah  came  on  the  scene  about 
740  B.C.  in  the  city  of  Jerusalem.  He  was  an  aristocrat,  a  keen 
scholar,  an  unusual  student  of  world  affairs,  and  an  orator  who 
could  sway  the  audiences.  In  his  forty  years  he  grew  into  God's 
greatest  preacher.  In  the  chapter  before  us,  he  sought  to  give 
the  picture  of  the  great  event  in  his  life  which  provided  the  im- 
petus for  his  unbelievable  greatness. 

Uzziah,  the  king,  was  dead.  The  entire  nation  bowed  in  deep 
mourning.  After  a  long  illness,  his  body  was  buried  and  the 
state  funeral  gave  the  people  full  opportunity  for  an  expression 
of  their  devotion.  In  the  course  of  that  occasion  the  young 
Isaiah  found  it  more  to  his  liking  to  go  to  the  Temple  for  his  own 
prayer  and  meditation.   His  sensitive  soul  could  find  no  delight 

Dr.    Yates   is   the  Distinguished  Professor  of  the  Bible,   Baylor  Uni- 
versity, Waco,  Tex.  76703 
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in  the  hollow  ceremonies  and  eulogies  that  made  up  the  funeral 
program.  He  needed  time  for  meditation  and  private  prayer  and 
thoughtful  searching  for  the  answers  to  the  questions  that  troubled 
him.  He  was  far  from  such  solutions.  What  young  man  does  find 
adequate  help  for  the  puzzling  problems  that  confront  him? 
Strangely  enough,  Isaiah  found  that  the  eternal  God  was  already 
at  the  sanctuary  with  remarkable  contributions  to  every  area  of 
his  being.  So  far  as  we  know,  the  sacred  place  had  no  one  else 
present  as  a  worshiper.  The  young  prophet  was  all  alone  before 
his  living  God.  He  would  never  be  the  same  again  after  that 
never-to-be-forgotten  experience. 

What  happened  that  day?  What  can  you  expect  to  happen 
when  a  keen  scholar  walks  into  the  sanctuary?  It  should  be  cer- 
tain that  such  a  seeker  would  find  something  that  would  prove 
to  be  a  soul-shaking,  life-changing  experience.  It  fell  to  Isaiah's 
lot  to  meet  One  who  brought  about  the  miracle  which  explains 
the  tremendous  ministry  of  the  most  distinguished  prophet  of 
the  next  fifty  years. 

That  experience  transformed  practically  every  area  of  his 
life,  built  a  solid  foundation  for  his  theology,  gave  him  the 
drive  that  motivated  all  his  thinking,  his  preaching,  and  his 
writing,  and  moved  him  out  to  help  direct  the  pattern  and  the 
thinking  of  his  people.  That  was  the  greatest  day  he  had  ever 
lived.  A  new  Isaiah  was  built.  A  new  message  was  born.  A  new 
program  for  the  growth  of  God's  kingdom  was  formulated  and 
set  forward  under  the  inspired  man  of  God  who  found  life  in  that 
holy  moment.  You  can  never  tell  what  such  an  encounter  with 
God  will  do.  Maybe  such  a  questioning  worshiper  will  be  present 
at  the  next  meeting  in  your  church.  It  may  well  be  that  some  out- 
standing leader  for  tomorrow  will  become  conscious  of  his  "en- 
counter with  God."  He  will  be  profoundly  stirred.  He  will  belong 
to  God  after  that  hour.  A  new  life  will  begin  as  deeper  insights 
are  acquired,  more  compelling  commitments  are  made,  and  a 
genuine  life-program  is  undertaken.  It  is  no  small  matter.  Eter- 
nity alone  will  reveal  the  mighty  outreach  into  new  fields  of 
endeavor  as  God  points  the  way. 
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A  Deep  Awareness  of  God's  Presence. 

It  is  amazing  how  much  can  happen  when  a  thoughtful  young- 
ster becomes  aware  of  the  actual  presence  of  God.  What  an  ex- 
citing experience!  In  the  sacred  place  the  young  aristocrat  suddenly 
saw  the  draperies,  the  robes,  the  holy  place,  the  heavenly  crea- 
tures, the  angelic  choirs,  the  altar  with  the  blazing  coals,  and 
the  eternal  God  of  hosts  in  all  his  glory.  He  knew  that  God  was 
there.  How  could  he  bear  the  scene?  Suddenly  the  individuals  in 
the  heavenly  choirs  burst  forth  into  singing.  The  "Kadosh,  Ka- 
dosh, Kadosh"  anthem  filled  the  air,  and  he  could  tell  that  the 
singers  were  pouring  forth  praise  and  adoration  as  they  declared 
God's  sublime  holiness. 

Isaiah  was  strangely  moved,  and  felt  a  strong  longing  to  join 
in  the  praise.  He  was  increasingly  aware  of  the  majesty,  the 
holiness,  and  the  glory  of  Yahweh  God.  He  saw  that  he  was 
"high  and  lifted  up,"  and  "sitting  upon  the  throne."  He  was 
worthy  of  all  the  praise  and  adoration  and  worship.  Isaiah  saw 
God!  He  was  emotionally  disturbed.  It  was  a  high  moment! 
Something  happens  in  the  heart  when  the  full  sense  of  the 
presence  of  the  living  God  sweeps  over  the  worshiper.  He  will 
not  lose  sight  of  that  high  hour.  It  is  clear  that  a  great  contribu- 
tion to  the  understanding  of  the  nature  and  attributes  of  God 
came  to  be  added  to  Isaiah's  theological  concepts.  What  is  far 
more  valuable  is  the  powerful  impact  which  was  made  on  the 
mind  and  heart  of  the  one  who  had  been  swept  by  the  clear  sight 
of  the  God  of  hosts  who  was  receiving  the  worship  from  all  the 
heavenly  creatures.  He  was  indeed  "the  Holy  One." 

A  Vivid  Sense  of  Sin  in  Isaiah's  Heart. 

The  young  worshiper  was  swept  by  the  overwhelming  con- 
sciousness that  sin  was  ugly  and  foul  and  that  it  had  taken 
possession  of  his  lips  and  heart.  A  critical  look  at  himself  had 
made  him  certain  of  this  startling  fact.  "I  am  undone!"  He  was 
alarmed.  How  had  this  terrible  thing  come  to  contaminate  him? 
He  had  never  realized  such  a  thing  had  taken  hold  of  him.  It 
was  while  he  had  been  looking  upon  God's  purity  and  holiness 
that  he  became  aware  of  the  awful  nature  of  sin.  He  was  more 
worried  to  realize  that  sin  had  now  gained  control  of  him.  It 
was  more  than  he  could  bear  when  its  detestable  ugliness  caused 
him  to  shudder.  Slowly  he  became  conscious  of  the  danger. 
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A  remedy  must  be  found.  A  physician  must  come  to  his 
side  for  a  miraculous  cleansing.  His  own  fearful  self-condemna- 
tion seemed  strange  in  his  ears.  It  was  something  utterly  new 
in  his  experience.  How  could  a  sinful  man  join  the  heavenly 
choir  in  praising  One  so  holy,  so  majestic,  so  pure?  The  sera- 
phim had  been  singing  with  clean  lips  and  pure  hearts.  The 
Holy  One  deserved  that  sort  of  praise.  God  must  come  to  cleanse 
and  remove  sin  from  his  whole  being.  That  was  his  greatest  need. 
He  could  quote  David:  "Create  within  me  a  clean  heart,  0  God." 
It  was  his  greatest  desire.  Yahweh  could  make  him  fit  to  join  in 
the  anthems  of  praise  and  adoration.  The  penitent  sinner  was 
ready  to  know  conviction,  confession,  cleansing,  and  forgiveness. 
He  was  certain  that  he  could  count  on  the  mercy  of  God  to  provide 
the  full  answer.  He  would  continue  his  fervent  prayer  and  wait 
in  hope  for  the  divine  answer. 

The  Symbolic  Cleansing. 

In  answer  to  the  sinner's  fervent  plea  for  cleansing  the  dra- 
matic scene  is  presented  immediately.  Isaiah  pictured  the  actual 
act  of  God  in  making  the  penitent  man  fit  for  the  bestowal  of 
divine  grace.  A  miracle  actually  became  alive  before  his  very 
eyes.  One  of  the  winged  angels  flew  to  him  with  a  live  coal  from 
the  altar.  Isaiah  tells  us  that  "he  touched  my  mouth  with  it, 
and  said,  'Behold,  this  has  touched  your  lips;  your  guilt  is  taken 
away,  and  your  sin  forgiven.'"  What  a  clear  description  of  God's 
part  in  the  great  transaction! 

"Thy  sin  is  purged."  It  was  a  great  moment  in  the  life  of 
the  young  man  who  had  made  the  open  confession.  He  had  now 
been  cleansed  by  the  divine  power.  He  was  now  ready  to  hear 
the  voice  of  God  who  had  led  up  to  the  high  moment  when 
the  young  worshiper  could  hear  the  divine  voice  issuing  the 
call  to  life  commitment.  It  was  certain  that  the  alert  ear  of 
Isaiah  would  be  able  to  catch  the  word  from  God.  He  must  know 
that  God  was  almost  ready  to  issue  his  call  to  full  service.  Some 
possible  volunteer  would  be  in  position  to  hear  and  answer  that 
call. 

Isaiah  had  moved  inch  by  inch  to  the  place  where  God  could 
actually  use  him.  A  divine  necessity  was  to  be  laid  on  him.  The 
eternal  God  had  found  his  chosen  instrument.  He  now  appeared 
as    a    cleansed    creature    who    could    be    considered    clean    enough 
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to  qualify  as  God's  special  prophetic  messenger.  A  new  day 
was  about  to  dawn  for  the  preacher.  The  land  of  Judah  was  to 
have  a  mighty  prophet  of  God.  Isaiah  was  to  recognize  the  call 
of  God  for  special  service.  It  was  a  great  day  for  him. 

God  Needs  Help. 

It  seems  a  bit  strange  to  see  those  three  words  on  paper 
before  you.  Can  it  be  true  that  the  Creator  who  brought  into 
being  all  the  entire  creation  had  reached  the  point  where  he 
needed  to  put  out  a  special  plea  for  workers?  The  text  before 
you  makes  it  clear  that  God  was  advertising  for  high-class  help- 
ers. For  the  first  time  in  Isaiah  6,  the  voice  of  God  was  heard. 
A  startling  sentence  rang  out  as  the  Eternal  uttered  his  voice, 
"Whom  shall  I  send,  and  who  will  go  for  us?"  God  actually 
needed  help.  His  call  went  out  hoping  that  a  volunteer  would 
hear  and  answer  the  invitation.  He  did  not  give  a  command  or 
call  any  specific  name.  It  is  quite  clear  that  he  wanted  a  cleansed 
young  man  who  could  qualify  as  a  prophet.  Surely  some  out- 
standing person  would  hear  and  step  forth  with  the  best  he  had 
to  offer.  The  divine  call  was  out.  It  was  the  opportunity  of  a 
lifetime  for  such  a  candidate.  God's  great  missionary  program 
awaited  the  willingness  of  such  an  individual.  God's  call  was 
directed  at  the  willing  volunteer. 

The  Instant  and  Ready  Response. 

"Here  I  am!  Send  me."  The  volunteer  offered  himself  to  fit 
into  God's  plan  for  his  life.  A  moment  before,  he  had  been  in 
mortal  terror.  Now  he  must  have  been  overjoyed  to  know  that  the 
divine  Being  was  willing  to  use  him  in  this  holy  assignment.  He 
had  the  one  life  to  live.  So  much  depended  upon  his  choice.  Things 
had  happened  rapidly.  His  breath  had  almost  gone  from  him.  He 
had  now  become  a  cleansed  individual  with  high  potential  and  full 
dedication.  God  wanted  him.  He  would  go.  It  was  a  full  commit- 
ment. Even  before  he  knew  where  or  when  or  what,  he  was  commit- 
ted. Nothing  was  held  back.  No  reservations,  no  bargains,  no 
selfish  demands  or  requests  had  been  made.  It  was  a  glad  sur- 
render. He  was  now  ready!  It  was  the  readiness  of  a  true  faith.  He 
trusted  the  One  who  had  forgiven  him.  His  life  would  be  wholly 
devoted  to  the  carrying  out  of  the  will  of  his  God.  Do  you  wonder 
(continued  on  page  45) 
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Why 

Washington 
Was 
Great 

By  Enola  Chamberlin 


INDIVIDUALLY,  nationally  and 
collectively,  we  pay  tribute 
to  George  Washington.  And  in  no 
way  with  more  meaning  than  when 
we  honor  him  for  the  way  in  which 
he  took  God  into  his  life,  his  pri- 
vate affairs,  and  the  affairs  of  the 
country  he  represented.  Our  gov- 
ernment acknowledged  this  when 
in  1928  it  printed  a  stamp  com- 
memorating him.  This  stamp,  one 
of  many  through  the  years,  was 
issued    on    the    150th    Anniversary 


of  Washington's  winter  at  Valley 
Forge.  It  shows  him,  the  command- 
ing general  of  the  army,  politely 
and  sincerely,  kneeling  in  prayer 
under  an  oak  tree. 

And  Washington  carried  this 
air  of  humility,  this  leaning  on 
the  arm  of  God,  this  attitude  of 
perfect  faith,  all  through  those 
dubious  days  when  his  men  shiv- 
ered in  rags,  almost  without  food, 
shelter,  or  ammunition.  One  time 
that  winter,  he  said: 
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The  many  remarkable  interpola- 
tions of  Divine  government  in  the 
hours  of  our  deepest,  most  distress- 
ful darkness  have  been  too  luminous 
to  suffer  me  to  doubt  the  happy  is- 
sue of  our  present  conflict. 

And  he  didn't  just  wish  for 
things  to  happen,  he  believed  they 
would.  In  December  of  1777  when 
his  men  were  staggering  into  Valley 
Forge  he  ordered  the  entire  armv 
to  observe  a  day  of  thanksgiving 
and  praise.  Later  in  the  spring,  he 
ordered  another  such  day.  Then  in 
the  summer  of  1778  at  White  Plains, 
New  York,  he  wrote: 

The  hand  of  providence  has  been 
so  conspicious  in  all  this,  that  he 
must  be  worse  than  an  infidel  that 
lacks  faith,  and  more  than  wicked 
who  has  not  gratitude  enough  to 
acknowledge  his  obligations. 

But  Washington  didn't  wait  to 
pay  homage  to  God  until  he  was 
on  the  way  to  becoming  great. 
Both  George's  father  and  mother 
were  deeply  religious.  Since  he 
lost  his  father  early  in  life  he  prob- 
ably drew  more  from  his  mother. 
And  God  was  so  much  a  part  of  her 
life  she  rose  early  every  morning 
before  anyone  else  that  she  might 
have  an  hour  of  praise,  prayer, 
and  meditation.  No  doubt  it  was 
from  this  example  that  Washing- 
ton took  his  habit  of  going  to  God 
whenever  there  was  any  crisis  he 
must  meet.  When  one  such  came 
about  he  wrote  in  his  diary,  "Went 
to  church  and  fasted  all  day." 

But  going  to  church  was  not 
something  he  reserved  for  days  of 


crisis.  Regularly  as  was  possible, 
he  attended  church.  And  he  al- 
ways tried  to  make  sure,  no  matter 
what  his  job  of  the  moment  was, 
that  a  church  was  near. 

As  a  resident  of  Mt.  Vernon  he 
attended  Pohick  Church  which 
still  stands.  In  Alexandria,  he  at- 
tended Christ  Church.  The  fact 
that  Washington  slept  in  so  many 
places,  in  so  many  beds,  is  not 
important.  That  he  went  to  church 
in  so  many  places  is,  for  it's  a  key 
note  to  his  character  and  his  great - 


AND  when  he  had  achieved 
and  was  being  sworn  in  to 
the  highest  office  our  new  country 
had  to  offer  any  man  he  still  did 
not  take  honors  unto  himself  but 
handed  them  to  God.  He  said: 

It  would  be  peculiarly  improper  to 
omit  in  this  first  official  act  my 
fervent  supplications  to  that  A1-. 
mighty  Being  who  rules  over  the 
Universe,  who  presides  in  the  coun- 
cils of  nations,  and  whose  provi- 
dential aid  can  supply  every  hu- 
man defect.  May  he  consecrate  the 
liberties  and  happiness  of  the 
people  of  the  United  States. 

Every  step  by  which  they  have 
advanced  to  the  character  of  an 
independent  nation  seems  to  have 
been  distinguished  by  some  prov- 
idential agency.  These  reflec- 
tions, arising  out  of  the  present 
crisis,  have  forced  themselves  too 
strongly  on  my  mind  to  be  sup- 
pressed. 

Later,  when  some  of  the  people 
wanted  him  to  be  king,  he  could 
not    accept    because    he    was    the 
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great  man  his  dependence  of  God, 
his  trust  and  faith  had  made  him. 
He  said: 

How  pitiful  in  the  eye  of  religion 
is  that  false  ambition  which  deso- 
lates the  world  with  fire  and  sword 
for  the  purpose  of  conquest  and 
fame  when  it  is  compared  with  the 
virtue  of  making  our  neighbors  and 
our  fellowmen  as  happy  as  their 
conditions  and  natures  will  permit 
them  to  be. 

In  his  dealings  with  others  he 
asked  for  God's  protection,  God's 
guidance.  A  part  of  the  message  to 
the  governors  of  the  states  brings 
this  clearly  to  the  fore. 

I  make  it  my  earnest  prayer  that 
God  would  have  you  and  the  state 
over  which  you  preside  in  His  Holy 


protection — And  that  He  would 
most  graciously  be  pleased  to  dis- 
pose us  all  to  do  justice,  to  love 
mercy,  and  to  demean  ourselves 
with  that  charity,  humility,  and 
pacific -temper  of  mind  which  were 
the  characteristics  of  the  Divine 
Author  of  our  blessed  religion,  and 
with  a  humble  imitation  of  whose 
example  in  these  things,  we  can 
ever  hope  to  be  a  happy  nation. 


No  one  today  questions  but  that 
Washington  was  a  great  man,  but 
would  he  have  achieved  that  great- 
ness without  his  reliance  on,  his 
blending  himself  with  God?  He 
was  a  man  of  God  and  he  achieved 
greatness.  Others  might  have  been 
chosen  to  fill  the  place  he  filled. 
Surely  it  seems  as  if  God's  hand  was 
manifest  in  the  choosing.  ■  ■ 


A  YOUNG  MAN  MEETS  GOD  (continued  from  page  42) 

at  the  tremendous   power  and  exceptional  worth  of  the  man  who 
had  that  life-changing  encounter  with  God? 

God's  Acceptance  and  Commission. 

It  is  easy  to  conclude  that  the  divine  acceptance  was  as 
ready  and  as  instant  as  Isaiah's  response  had  been.  God  had 
prepared  the  young  volunteer  step  by  step  until  he  presented  a 
picture  that  the  divine  eye  could  approve  and  choose  and  love. 
He  could  be  delighted  with  his  new  volunteer  who  could  well  be- 
come Israel's  greatest  prophet.  Imagine  the  honor  that  came  to 
the  volunteer  who  recognized  something  of  what  it  meant  to  be 
chosen  and  accepted  by  the  great  Creator  who  had  proved  him- 
self the  eternal  Father.  Now  he  had  accepted  his  new  partner  in 
the  task  of  winning  the  peoples  of  the  earth  to  know  and  work 
for  Yahweh  of  Hosts.  Isaiah  accepted  the  invitation  which  he  had 
received  and  God  accepted  the  one  who  offered  himself  so  freely 
and  willingly.  ■  ■ 
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Why  Should  I  Worship? 


By  John  C.  Haney 


A  SMALL  boy  dressed  in  a  sailor 
suit  tightly  clutches  a  home- 
made monkey  suit.  Its  eyes  are 
red  buttons;  its  head  and  body 
brown  socks  stuffed  with  cotton. 
The  boy  and  his  mother  wait  for 
their  flight  in  the  airport  lounge. 
The  monkey  goes  wherever  the 
lad  goes. 

I  suppose  a  pyschiatrist  might 
say  that  the  monkey  provides  the 
boy  with  a  sense  of  security  amid 
the  noise  and  confusion  of  the  air- 
port. As  long  as  he  holds  the  mon- 
key close  to  him,  he  can  face  un- 
afraid all  the  world  has  to  offer — 
well,  almost  all! 

Most  of  us  are  like  this  lad.  We 
hang  on  to  whatever  gives  us  a 
sense  of  security  in  a  confusing 
world;  we  cling  to  whatever  has 
value  for  us.  Therefore,  I  raise  the 
question: 

Can  I  Avoid  Worship? 

You  see,  many  of  us  want  some- 
thing we  can  revere  and  hold  in  awe. 


We  want  something  beyond  our- 
selves to  which  we  can  cling.  Since 
worship  is  giving  our  interest,  en- 
thusiasm, and  devotion  to  some- 
one or  something,  the  question  is 
not  so  much  "Shall  I  worship?" 
but  "Since  I  must  worship,  who  or 
what  shall  it  be?" 

The  choice  is  mine.  Shall  I  wor- 
ship my  own  physical  strength, 
"Lady  Luck,"  or  my  own  sexual 
prowess?  Eventually,  these  all  fail 
me  because  they  are  physical, 
unpredictable,  unreliable.  Physical 
strength  weakens,  luck  eventually 
runs  out,  sexual  appeal  fades.  If  we 
give  our  interest,  enthusiasm,  and 
devotion  to  things  which  do  not 
last,  we  may  find  that  we  are  be- 
coming less  than  what  men  should 
be. 

The  worship  of  the  golden  calf  in 
the  wilderness  (Exodus  32:1-7) 
illustrates  the  fact  that  you  and  I 
will  eventually  come  to  worship 
something,  even  if  its  of  our  own 
creation!    The  incident  is  also  im- 
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portant  because  it  highlights  the 
very  basic  and  crucial  truth  that 
while  God  can  get  along  without 
our  worship,  devotion,  enthusiasm, 
and  interest,  we  become  less  than 
men  without  him.  We  need  to  focus 
on  God  through  worship  to  feel 
accepted  by  him;  to  keep  our  per- 
spective concerning  life,  to  know 
who  we  are,  what  is  important  in 
life  and  when  it  is  that  we  will  lay 
ourselves  on  the  line  for  the  things 
we  believe  in.  Therefore,  let's  take 
a  closer  look  at  this  matter  of 
perspective. 

Bug  on  Rug  Perspective 

What  you  and  I  need  is  a  sense  of 
perspective  for  our  lives  which 
helps  us  distinguish  between  what 
lasts  and  what  does  not,  what  gives 
purpose  to  life  and  what  does  not. 
We  need  a  willingness  to  trust 
that  life  has  purpose,  design,  and 
meaning.  Seeing  life  from  this 
angle  is  not  so  much  blind  belief 
as  viewpoint.  I  believe  that  this 
viewpoint  is  best  gained  and 
maintained  through  regular  wor- 
ship of  God.  Let  me  illustrate. 

Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a 
tiny  bug  who  took  courage  and  de- 
cided that  the  day  had  come  for 
him  to  venture  forth  from  his 
crack-in -the-wall  home,  cross  the 
wide  expanse  of  polished  floor,  and 
visit  the  fabulous  "Land  of  the 
Persian  Rug"  about  which  he  had 
heard  so  much. 

He  laboriously  trudged  into  the 
tall  fibers.  Soon  his  path  was 
crossed  by  a  road  of  brown,  then  a 
lane  of  green,  a  path  of  purple,  a 
line  of  yellow,  then  red.  Finally  at 


the  end  of  the  day,  weary  with  his 
apparent  aimless  wandering,  he 
wiped  his  brow  and  sighed.  "There 
is  nothing  but  confusion  here; 
there  is  no  beauty  or  meaning.  I 
shall  return  to  my  home." 

You  and  I  would  say  that  the 
poor  bug  on  the  rug  missed  the 
beauty  of  the  Oriental  weaver's 
craftsmanship  because  he  could 
see  only  horizontally.  He  could  not 
see  the  magnificent,  intricate  pat- 
tern from  where  he  stood.  He  need- 
ed to  come  up  higher  to  a  better 
vantage  point. 

Jesus  says,  "...  and  I,  when  I 
am  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will 
draw  all  men  to  myself"  (John 
12:32).  It's  from  that  vantage  point 
of  seeing  life  through  the  eyes  of 
our  crucified  and  risen  Lord  that 
life  takes  on  purpose,  beauty,  and 
meaning.  We  see  the  world  in  its 
stark  reality  with  its  potential  as 
well  as  its  suffering;  we  see  our 
dependence  upon  God  and  our 
need  for  our  fellowman. 

If  life  is  ever  to  have  meaning,  it 
must  be  seen  from  the  vantage 
point  of  the  Christ  and  his  cross 
in  human  history.  This  I  believe 
is  the  way  God  would  have  it.  Such 
perspective  is  gained  and  main- 
tained only  as  we  worship  regular- 
ly, investing  our  interest,  enthusi- 
asm, and  devotion  in  the  fellowship 
of  God's  people. 

Thus,  regular  public  and  pri- 
vate worship  of  God  helps  us 
determine  the  ultimate  direction 
of  our  lives.  In  worship,  we  have 
opportunity  to  prayerfully  examine 
our  lives,  set  goals,  lay  plans,  and 
meditate.   Thoughts   determine   our 
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actions,  and  our  actions  determine 
the  direction  our  lives  take.  If  we 
do  not  reinforce  the  best  we  know 
through  worship,  we  drift  and  are 
blown  about  by  the  pressures, 
frustrations,  and  pettiness  of  daily 
living.  Our  perspective  deterio- 
rates until  we  sigh  with  the  bug 
on  the  rug,  "There  is  nothing  but 
confusion  here;  there  is  no  beauty 
or  meaning." 

From  what  vantage  point  we 
view  life  and  in  whom  or  in  what 
we  invest  our  devotion  remains 
our  individual  choice.  And,  some 
of  us  prefer  to  escape  to  solitude. 
We  avoid  personal  involvement 
with  our  Creator  and  our  fellows 
because  as  "a  rock"  or  "an  island," 
"we  feel  no  pain."  In  our  rebellion, 
bitterness,  guilt,  or  boredom,  we 
erect  invisible  barriers  insulating 
and  isolating  us. 

We  become  cocooned  within  our 
own  concerns.  Others,  trying  des- 
perately to  find  answers  to  their 
needs  turn  to  astrology,  fortune 
cards,  or  narcotics.  They  identify 
God  with  "the  establishment"  and 
reject  both.  Eventually,  it  be- 
comes painfully  apparent  that  we 
cannot  solve  all  of  our  problems 
introspectively  and  alone.  We  can 
understand  the  bewilderment  of 
Paul  when  he  declares,  "Wretch- 
ed man  that  I  am!  Who  will  deliver 
me  from  this  body  of  death?" 
(Romans  7:24).  It  is  the  same  God 
who  delivered  Paul  out  of  his  am- 
biguity who  can  deliver  us  from 
ours,  if  we  so  choose. 

Is  God  Aware  of  My  Needs? 

On  occasion,  Jesus'  chosen  12  lost 


their  perspective  and  felt  that 
God  was  either  unaware  of  their 
needs  or  insensitive  to  them.  In 
Mark's  Gospel  4:35-41  we  find  a 
sudden  storm  break  on  the  Sea 
of  Galilee.  It  threatens  the  ship 
and  the  disciples'  very  lives. 
Though  several  are  fishermen  and 
used  to  the  ways  of  the  sea,  they 
vainly  struggle  to  keep  their  craft 
from  being  swamped  and  destroyed. 
Soaked  and  straining  every  muscle, 
they  glance  aft  and  see  Jesus, 
fatigued,  asleep  in  the  stern.  In 
bitter  wrath  they  shout,  "Master! 
Don't  you  care  if  we  perish?"  Or, 
more  bluntly,  "Aren't  you  con- 
cerned about  what  happens  to 
us?  Wake  up!"  Neither  Jesus  nor 
God  seemed  aware  of  their  plight 
or  concerned  for  their  survival.  In 
the  midst  of  physical  danger,  God 
seemed  less  real;  they  had  lost 
their  perspective. 

Even  though  we  may  worship 
regularly,  it  is  still  possible  to 
have  moments  of  doubt  and  de- 
spair when  we  think  God  is  insensi- 
tive to  our  needs.  The  grubby  in- 
fantryman slashing  about  in  the 
sucking  red  mud  of  Vietnam  may 
doubt  that  God  is  all  that  great  or 
that  he  really  is  concerned  about 
his  loneliness,  fear,  and  fatigue. 
If  there  is  a  God,  he  surely  does 
not  seem  to  be  sharing  this  "snuf- 
fy V  isolated  vigil.  The  man  de- 
ployed in  remote  areas  overseas 
may  wonder  if  he  has  not  at  last 
proved  Psalm  139  to  be  a  lie  and 
found  him  a  place  where  God  is 
not! 

Further,  it's  easy  to  find  ex- 
cuses   for   not    worshiping   God,    if 
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our  main  concern  is  merely  to 
keep  him  informed  of  our  needs, 
waking  him  up  to  our  problems.  A 
survey  conducted  by  Chaplain 
Thomas  Carlson,  USNR,  among 
enlisted  Naval  personnel  in  New- 
port, Rhode  Island,  included  the 
comments  of  a  sailor  from  Cen- 
tralia,  Washington:  "In  Vietnam, 
there  is  a  14-16  hour  work  day, 
seven  days  a  week.  There's  not 
time  to  go  to  a  worship  service. 
But  most  men  in  -Vietnam  want 
to  go  because  they  know  they  could 
get  it  any  time.  The  white  hat  on 
a  ship  in  port  feels  he  wants  off 
to  go  home  on  the  week-end  take 
his  girl  out  and  not  be  bothered 
with  church." 

Such  union  is  close  to  the  spirit 
of  the  New  Testament  church 
where  it  was  the  gathered  commun- 
ity which  worshiped,  then  dispersed 
to  make  its  influence  felt  in  a 
hostile  world.  Such  union  gives  us 
the  assurance  that  God  is  indeed 
with  us  in  our  loneliness,  fear,  and 
fatigue. 

Indeed,   it  is  this  union  in  wor- 
ship   which    may    have    prompted 
the   anonymous   writer  to   pen   "A 
Seaman's  Psalm": 
The  Lord  is  my  pilot  I  shall  not  drift 
He  leadeth  me  across  the  dark  waters, 
he  steereth  me  in  the  deep  channels; 
he  keepeth  my  log. 

He  guideth  me  by  the  star  of  holiness 
for  his  name's  sake. 
Yea,  though  I  sail  mid  the  tempests 
of  life, 

I  shall  dread  no  danger  for  thou  art 
with  me. 

Thou  preparest  a  harbor  before  me  in 
the  homeland  of  eternity.  Thou 
anointest   the    waters    with    oil,    my 


ship  rideth  calmly.  Surely  sunlight 
and  starlight  shall  favor  me  on  the 
voyage  I  take  and  I  will  rest  in  the 
port  of  my  God  forever. 

Simply,  often  without  elaborate 
aids  to  worship,  the  military  man 
worships  God  at  odd  moments — 
alone  at  sunset,  beneath  the  stars 
on  a  lonely  outpost,  outside  a 
bunker  on  a  hill,  on  a  deserted 
stretch  of  beach  in  the  early  streaks 
of  an  orange  dawn.  Singly  or  in 
small  groups  for  brief  periods,  the 
sailor,  airman,  combat  infantry- 
man, or  marine  seeks  direction  for 
his  life  and  purpose — for  his  exist- 
ence. There  is  a  longing  for  some- 
thing to  which  he  can  cling  to  make 
sense  out  of  his  life  and  what  he  is 
doing. 

Traditionally,  worship  has  meant 
glorifying  God.  Contemporary  living 
has  added  the  dimension  of  getting 
involved  in  this  world.  Worship  of 
God  breaks  us  out  of  our  cocoons 
of  self -concern,  giving  us  that  sense 
of  direction  and  perspective  for 
our  lives  for  which  we  long. 

"Why  should  I  worship?"  Be- 
cause I  must  worship  something! 
Why  not  choose  to  worship  God 
regularly  and  thus  discover  for 
yourself  the  meaning,  purpose,  and 
beauty  God  intends  for  your  life? 
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^Burden  of  loneliness 


By  Alice  Larkin  Craig 


Connie  worked  at  overcoming  loneliness  in  gay  Fun  City 


THERE  were  nights  when  Con- 
nie Brock  had  looked  at  the 
telephone  hoping  it  would  ring.  Not 
so  tonight.  She  was  getting  the  full 
impact  that  Big  City,  or  Fun  City 
as  Mayor  Lindsay  called  it,  could 
be  a  lonely  place  even  when  the 
phone  did  ring.  The  calls,  unfor- 
tunately, were  either  from  people 
dialing  the  wrong  number,  or  just 
the  wrong  kind,  which  was  the  rea- 
son they  did  nothing  for  Connie's 
loneliness.  This  past  week  she'd 
added  a  third  category. 

Only  a  week  ago  she  had  managed 
a  stall  at  the  local  church  com- 
munity center.  The  "performance 
pen"  had  been  her  brain  child, 
but  the  calls  were  coming  in  from 
people    who    were    backing   out   on 


promises  made  at  the  booth,  even 
though  they  had  agreed  to  partici- 
pate. Connie  did  not  know  what 
to  do.  And  there  was  no  one  to 
whom  she  could  turn  for  help. 

She  had  joined  the  church  near 
her  apartment  in  an  effort  to  feel 
that  she  "belonged."  Belonging  to 
something  or  some  group  had  ap- 
peared urgent  in  the  city  of  tower- 
ing skyscrapers,  deep  canyons, 
and  empty  faces  in  the  hurrying 
crowd.  Being  single  and  twenty- 
one  set  her  apart,  and  church  of- 
ficials had  quickly  approached  her 
to  help  in  the  charity  affairs. 

First  a  prominent  church  member 
had  called  and  said,  "I'm  so  sorry, 
but  my  child  is  sick  .  .  .  It's  an  emer- 
gency." 
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"Well,  I — don't  know — "  Connie 
said. 

The  woman  plunged  into  the 
slight  hesitation.  "There'll  be 
plenty  of  workers,  both  male  and 
female.  You'll  have  lots  of  help. 
If  you'll  just  take  charge  ..." 

Pleas  had  worn  down  Connie's 
resistance  and  she  had  consented. 
"Just  this  once." 

Connie  worked  harder  for  the 
church  bazaar  than  she  did  at  her 
job  on  advertising  copy  for  Child 
Croesus  Industries,  Inc.  As  she  had 
feared,  the  promised  helpers  set 
their  own  hours,  and  often  spent 
more  time  talking  than  working. 
When  they  were  absent,  they  had 
good  reasons — looking  after  babies, 
sickness  of  small  children,  lonely 
husbands,  etc. — all  of  which,  like 
it  or  not,  took  preference  over  work- 
ing for  the  bazaar. 

Because  Connie  had  none  of 
those  reasons,  she  was  talked  into 
taking  charge  of  the  next  fair.  And 
the  next  one. 

She  tried  to  refuse,  but  each 
time  a  committee  had  talked  her 
into  accepting,  pleading  with  her, 
flattering  her.  "You're  the  least 
tied  down  of  any  of  us.  Besides, 
you're  the  most  creative  .  .  .  After 
all,  it's  for  charity."  So  they  rea- 
soned. "You're  well  organized  and 
very  businesslike." 

The  last  part  brought  tears  to 
Connie's  eyes  when  she  was  alone 
in  her  attractive  small  apartment. 
Did  she  want  to  be  so  organized, 
and  businesslike  at  her  age?  Con- 
nie had  found  the  work  satisfying. 
She  had  met  interesting  people, 
but  she  still  felt  like  an  outsider. 


THE  last  charity  fair  had 
taken  place  only  a  week  ago. 
Connie  had  balked.  When  they  saw 
that  she  really  meant  it  this  time, 
they  asked  her  to  at  least  take 
charge  of  a  booth. 

She  had  agreed,  asking,  "Which 
one?" 

"Think  up  something  excitingly 
different." 

Now  that  it  was  all  over  Connie 
wondered  why  she  had  not  con- 
jured up  something  simple  and  easy 
like  a  kissing  booth  or  a  raffle.  But 
she  had  felt  that  they  had  expected 
more  of  her. 

So  Connie  had  thought  up  the 
"performance  pen."  It  had  gone 
over  splendidly — or  so  she  had 
thought  until  this  instant. 

Donors  had  written  on  cards 
their  intention  for  the  perform- 
ance of  some  future  services.  Many 
were  for  baby-sitting,  which  had 
done  remarkably  well.  There  were 
some  for  car-washing,  house- 
and  window-cleaning,  even  a  few 
for  ironing  and  shopping.  An  un- 
usual one  mentioned  a  gourmet 
dinner  for  four.  And  one  was  for  a 
week  in  the  country  for  a  family 
of  four  from  someone  who  owned 
a  summer  home.  That  had  gone  to 
the  highest  bidder. 

During  the  bazaar  held  in  the 
church's  spacious  basement,  hap- 
py voices  and  children's  squeals 
resounded  merrily  attracting  many 
passersby.  One  such  person  was  a 
young  man  who  had  come  up  to 
Connie.  She  had  thought  him  very 
attractive. 

He  had  shown  interest  in  her 
performance  pen  booth.  "I've  never 
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seen  anything  like  this  before.  It's 
clever." 

They  had  started  to  talk,  but  so 
many  people  were  trying  to  speak 
to  Connie  that  they  were  constantly 
interrupted.  The  church  people 
seemed  to  think  that  she  was  still 
the  chairwoman. 

The  young  man  had  wandered  off, 
but  returned  shortly,  "Miss  — ?" 

"Connie  Brock,"  she  had  said. 

"Miss  Brock,  I've  tried  to  find  a 
service  to  purchase.  Your  perform- 
ance pen  fascinates  me.  But  I  don't 
need  a  baby-sitter,  or  a  maid." 

Smiling  brightly,  she  said, 
"Should  you  be  interested  in  help- 
ing out  our  church  activities  there 
are  many  other  booths." 

"I'm  not  in  the  market  for  toys, 
aprons,  or  other  such  things,"  he 
laughed.  "But  I  had  an  idea.  May 
I  add  another  performance  pen  to 
your  stall?" 

She  hesitated  only  a  moment. 
"I'd  be  delighted.  I'll  get  a  card 
so  that  you  can  state  your  require- 
ment." Connie  hunted  in  her  hand- 
bag, but  was  so  excited  that  she 
took  longer  than  usual  finding 
an  index  card,  which  she  handed 
to  him. 

"Could  you  assist  me?"  he  said. 

A  lady  called  for  help  from  the 
cake  and  pastry  booth  so  she  said, 
"Excuse  me  a  moment.  Please  be 
sure  to  put  down  your  name,  and 
address." 

When  Connie  returned  he  was 
gone.  She  picked  up  the  card  and 
read:  Only  a  few  sittings,  please! 
She  frowned  and  kept  re-reading 
the  card  puzzled.  Who  could  tell 
what  that  meant?  Sitting  for  what? 


Waves  of  anger  flooded  over  Con- 
nie. But,  instead  of  further  evalu- 
ating the  card  she  slipped  it  into 
her  pocketbook  and  snapped  it 
shut.  And  she  had  thought  he  was 
such  a  nice  young  man!  She  had 
even  given  him  her  name,  address, 
and  telephone  number. 

NOW  all  week  when  she  had 
thought  that  the  church 
bazaar  could  be  forgotten,  her 
phone  rang  constantly.  "I  know 
I  promised  to  babysit,"  a  woman 
would  say,  "But  the  people  want 
me  on  a  night  when  we'll  be  away 
on  vacation." 

"O.K."  Connie  said  a  bit  wearily. 
"I'll  get  in  touch  with  them."  And 
that  was  the  gist  of  the  calls  to- 
night— people  backing  down  on 
their  performance  of  promises 
made.  Oh,  the  reasons  were  always 
understandable.  But  it  ended  up 
the  same  way.  Connie  always  had 
to  take  over. 

Connie  could  not  return  people's 
money.  It  had  already  been  turned 
over  to  the  church.  She  had  a  strong 
feeling  that  she  would  wind  up 
being  the  baby-sitter  as  well  as 
everything  else. 

Once  again  the  phone  rang.  She 
lifted  the  receiver  from  the  cradle 
with  a  sigh. 

A  male  voice  asked,  "Miss  Con- 
nie Brock?" 

"Yes?" 

"I'm  Jayson  Loren.  I've  been 
wondering  when  I  could ..."  he 
paused,  then  added,  "expect  some- 
one from  the  church  bazaar  to 
come?" 

"Come?"      she      repeated  .  .  then 
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realized  with  a  jolt  who  he  was. 
She  recalled  the  card  still  tucked 
away  in  her  handbag.  "I  remember 
you,  Mr.  Loren,"  she  said.  "There 
won't  be  anyone." 

"No  one?"  Jayson  sounded 
amazed.  "I  guess  I  should  have 
explained  what  I  wanted.  You  say 
no  one  wanted  to  be  painted  by 
Jayson  Loren?" 

Connie  thought:  good,  let  him 
sweat  and  bleed.  He  will  think 
many  more  times  before  trying  to 
get  people  to  pose  for  him,  and  for 
free,  too. 

Aloud  he  said,  "I  thought  some 
mother  might  want  a  portrait  of 
her  offspring." 

Suddenly  something  clicked  in 
Connie's  brain.  Jayson  Anthony 
Loren?  She  had  read  about  this 
brilliant  and  successful  young 
artist  in  the  newspaper.  The  twenty- 
five-year -old  young  man  was  mov- 
ing his  studio  to  the  Big  City, 
Chelsea  district.  She  had  been 
a  fool! 

"I  was  looking  forward  to  meeting 
people,"  Jayson  was  saying.  "I 
never  realized  that  New  York  would 
be  such  a  big  and  lonely  place  for 
a  newcomer." 

Connie's  thoughts  did  hand- 
springs all  over  the  apartment. 
She  would  have  to  compensate 
for  any  slight.  She  said,  "I  couldn't 
figure  out  your  card  after  you  had 
left.  But  I  wonder — if  you  tell  me 
what  to  charge,  could  I  buy  the 
services  promised?"  She  knew  that 
her  voice  did  not  sound  business- 
like at  all  now. 

There  was  a  long  silence  on  the 
phone,    and    Connie    thought    that 
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Jayson  would  refuse.  "My  specialty 
is  portraits  of  young  children.  I 
haven't  painted  a  lovely  young 
lady  for  some  time.  But  I'd  wel- 
come the  opportunity,"  he  said 
enthusiastically.  "In  fact,  very 
much  so .  If  only  this  once. " 

Gleefully  she  repeated  his  words 
silently.  Connie  knew  from  past 
experience  how  just  once  could 
grow  into  time  after  time.  So  this 
once  she  would  see  him,  they 
would  talk  — and  who  knew  how 
many  more  times  might  follow?  She 
smiled  happily  and  felt  her  heart 
beat  faster  in  hopeful  anticipation 
as  she  clutched  the  card.  Maybe 
it  should  have  read:  the  burden  of 
loneliness  will  end  for  a  very  de- 
serving couple.  B  ■ 


"Oh,  I  don't  know — if  I  had  my  life 
to  live  over,  I'd  probably  make  the 
same  stupid  mistakes." 


How  To  Keep  Sane 

When  Carrying  a  Suitcase 


By  Haydn  Gilmore 


ONE  of  life's  constants  is  change. 
In  the  military  one  is  al- 
ways on  the  move:  a  new  desk,  a 
new  job,  a  new  unit,  a  new  set  of 
faces — and  problems. 

Young  civilian  couples  tend  to 
move  almost  as  often  as  military 
people.  So,  if  you  are  a  "would-be" 
deserter,  leaving  the  service  under 
no  condition  will  stop  the  flying 
suitcases  and  the  packed  airplanes. 

Some  of  us  are  always  heading 
out  on, "permanent"  TDY  or  TAD. 
Even  PCS  lacks  durability  (thank 
God). 

Is  there  a  way  to  find  "meaning" 
while  "on  the  move?"  Can  your 
boots  grow  roots?  The  bafflement 
is  as  old  as  the  observation  of 
Heraclitus,  the  Greek  philospher, 
who  said  that  you  can't  dip  your 
foot  in  the  same  stream  twice.  Tom 
Wolfe  wrote,   "You  can't   go  home 


again."  Your  feet  can't  touch  the 
portals  of  home  twice  in  the  same 
way. 

Even  if  you  are  fortunate  enough 
to  "stay  put"  in  a  place  that  you 
like,  eventually  something  in  that 
environment  will  grow  poisonous 
weeds  to  darken  your  days. 

In  the  Christian  sense  an  answer 
is  forthcoming  from  those  who 
have  checked  out  their  faith  to 
some  mature  conclusion.  The  Bible 
is  clear: 

"Yet  once  more",  indicates  the~ 
removal  of  what  is  shaken,  as  of 
what  has  been  made,  in  order  that 
what  cannot  be  shaken  may  remain. 
Therefore,  let  us  be  grateful  for 
receiving  a  kingdom  that  cannot 
be  shaken,  and  thus  let  us  offer  to 
God  acceptable  worship,  with  rev- 
erence and  awe;  for  our  God  is  a 
consuming  fire  (Hebrews  12:27-29). 


Chaplain  Gilmore,  formerly  with  the  U.S.  Air  Force,  is  now  attend- 
ing the  School  of  Journalism,  Syracuse  University,  Syracuse,  N.Y. 
13210 
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Although  we  know  that  God  is 
our  hope  and  that  God  does  not 
change,  we  are  often  in  need  of 
advice  on  how  to  apply  this  in 
practice.  It  is  one  thing  to  have  a 
mental  answer  and  another  to  have 
the  feet  steady  and  a  firm  grip  in 
the  old  duffle  or  B-4  bag. 

Knowing  "Your  Bag" 

Change  has  a  "whittling  effect" 
which  makes  you  something  less 
than  a  person.  After  you  are  "kick- 
ed around"  enough,  you  are  forced 
to  entertain  the  thought  that  you 
are,  after  all,  some  sort  of  machine, 
or  a  lump  of  clay,  or  just  a  collec- 
tion of  chemicals,  rapidly  growing 
out  of  sorts. 

But  you  must  find  out  who  you 
are.  Don't  expect  others  to  tell 
you;  you  must  find  out  for  your- 
self. Others  will  accept  you  more 
for  what  you  think  you  are;  they 
will,  in  fact,  key  their  view  of  you 
from  your  estimation  of  yourself. 

A  beneficial  side-effect  of  suffer- 
ing, desolation,  and  bouncing 
mobility  is  that  you  can  "crystal- 
lize" yourself,  as  you  never  had 
before.  Victor  Frankl  "found  him- 
self" in  a  Nazi  concentration  camp 
— in  more  ways  than  one.  He  found 
"meaning"  in  suffering  that  forced 
him  to  know  "self." 

Edwin  Reischauer  (on  CBS-TV 
Report  "The  Japanese")  asserted 
that  the  people  of  Japan  are  not 
"imitators",  "copiers"  as  has  been 
commonly  misconstrued.  He  said 
that  these  people  are,  rather, 
adaptable,  flexible.  "Because  of 
4,000  years,    they   know   who   they 
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Do  you  know  who  you  are?  If  so, 
you  can  withstand  spiritual  and 
mental  pressures.  After  that,  your 
geography  lessons,  assisted  and 
directed  by  Uncle  Sam,  come  easy. 
When  you  travel:  adapt,  without 
denying  your  truest  self. 

Modern  man  does  not  know  who 
he  is;  the  Christian  has  an  advan- 
tageous foundation.  You  know  that 
you  are  created  in  God's  moral 
image,  that  you  were  made  to  live 
with  and  for  God.  God  has  created 
you,  and  you  are  redeemed  by  the 
death  of  Jesus  Christ;  this  makes 
the  difference.  Let  the  existential 
philosophers  nag  "despair"  like  a 
dog  worries  a  bone;  let  them  cherish 
their  "persistently  unanswered" 
questions.  But  a  person  who  believes^ 
and  knows  the  biblical  revelation 
knows  who  he  is,  where  he  has  come 
from,  and  where  he  is  going. 

Even  if  you  do  not  believe  this, 
would  you  admit  that  if  you  could 
"know,"  it  would  help  you  move 
about  the  world  in  much  better 
shape? 

A  verse  in  Holy  Writ  is  so  up-to- 
date  psychologically  that  this 
writer  has  known  college  stu- 
dents (whom  he  taught)  look  aghast 
at  recognition  of  its  truth  before 
they  realized  its  source.  "For  what 
person  knows  a  man's  thoughts 
except  the  spirit  of  the  man  which 
is  in  him?"  (1  Corinthians  2:11). 

The  Trunk  Keys  of  Experience 

As  you  move  about  from  place  to 
place,  you  know  that  God  has  a 
pattern  for  your  life.  The  following 
Scriptures  are  worth  looking  up 
and     pondering:     Romans     12:1,2; 


Proverbs  3:5,6;  Psalms  37:23;  Gen- 
esis 24:26,27.  Check  the  contexts 
also. 

The  experience  we  have  are  well 
designed  to  bring  us  into  conformity 
with  God's  will  for  us.  Jesus  Christ 
the  Lord  was  convinced  that  his 
life  had  a  pattern  to  it.  Yet  he  had 
to  learn  obedience  to  the  divine 
will  through  suffering  and  testing 
(Hebrews  5:8).  Would  not  disciples 
of  Christ  be  expected  to  travel  the 
same  road? 

We  become  Christians  when  we 
realize  that  we  deserve  nothing, 
but  that  God  accepts  us  and  re- 
ceives us  in  Christ.  (We  have  heard 
of  our  "receiving  Christ"  and  that 
is  important;  but,  do  not  forget 
that  ''God  receives  us.")  As  we 
have  received  Christ,  so  we  are  to 
walk. 

If  we  have  the  attitude  that  we 
never  really  deserve  anything,  we 
get  good  response  from  everyone. 
In  fact,  this  principle  has  been 
written  up  in  business  manage- 
ment manuals.  The  man  on  the 
"way  up"  always  has  the  attitude 
that  he  deserves  nothing;  thus  a 
grateful,  positive  attitude  is 
formed.  Business  leaders  see  that 
this  "principle"  gets  results.  The 
foundation  of  it,  though,  is  ac- 
ceptance. When  we  accept  our- 
selves, others  accept  us. 

You  may  travel  about,  suitcase 
in  hand,  to  all  parts  of  the  planet 
(and  beyond)  but  when  you  know 
that  you  are  accepted  by  the 
Heavenly  Father,  that  keeps  you 
sane.  That  is  what  does  not 
change  in  the  midst  of  change. 
These  are  your  roots,  0  Israel! 


But  what  of  the  ups  and  downs? 

Every  experience  we  have  is  the 
key  to  "other  experiences."  Once 
you  have  been  through  something 
(and  if  you  learn  from  it)  next  time 
around  you  can  handle  it.  Life  is 
diverse  and  varied.  Soon  you  have 
a  whole  ring  full  of  keys.  New  ex- 
perience? New  key. 

Soon  you  are  one  of  those  octag- 
onal key-making  machines  you  see 
in  hardwares  and  PX's.  Every  time, 
as  a  person,  you  get  moved  around 
in  some  human  circumstances, 
more  and  more  you  will  be  turning 
to  your  ring  of  experiences  and 
saying,  "No  problem.  I've  had  that 
one  before.  Here  is  the  way  to  handle 
that  one."  Then  you  start  joking 
and  actually  laughing  at  the  try- 
ing circumstances. 

We  develop  a  "capacity" — trunk 
space — with  each  of  life's  experi- 
ences. We  are  not  born  with  abil- 
ity; we  have  to  learn.  In  that  sense 
it  is  good  that  we  have  been  moving 
about.  Otherwise  we  would  still  be 
in  the  crib.  From  the  cradle  straight 
into  the  grave— without  all  those 
interesting  jolts  and  moves — would 
make  life  short,  if  not  boring. 

A  person  can  delight  in  move- 
ment, and  does  learn,  even  when 
sleeping,  to  relate  experience. 
Physiologist  Edmon  Dewan  was 
one  of  the  first  scientists  to  point 
out  that  REM  sleep  patterns  play 
a  basic  "part  of  the  human  mind." 
REM  is  the  activity  of  the  mind 
as  it  catches  up  each  night  with 
the  experiences  of  the  previous 
day.  It  is,  in  fact,  computer  pro- 
gramming that  works  through  the 
brain  every  night  as  we  sleep. 
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Inner  spiritual  lessons  are  bank- 
ed against  the  future  also.  The 
Christian  approach  to  life's  bounc- 
ing turbulences  is  practical.  How 
full  is  your  key  ring  by  now? 

When  the  Handle  Breaks 

There  are  some  enormously  shock- 
ing experiences.  If  you  expect 
"anything"  you  have  a  better  chance 
against  it.  But  when  it  comes,  do 
nothing  until  the  shock  wears  off. 
Make  your  big  decisions  when  you 
are  at  your  best;  that  too  might 
not  be  your  peak.  But  faith  hangs 
on  in  the  dark.  The  bags  are  la- 
belled by  God.  Wait  on  the  Lord; 
trust  his  recovery  system. 

Nothing  can  touch  us  except  it 
pass  through  the  will  of  God,  for 
we  are  hid  with  Christ  in  God 
(Colossians  3:1-4).  When  we  die, 
God  will  take  us  home.  We  shall 
not  "die  alone" — as  the  world 
says.  God  provides  an  escort,  the 
Bible  indicates. 

If  we  can  make  the  Big  Move, 
what  have  we  to  fear  with  piddling 
changes,  some  of  which  seem  dras- 
tic? The  Christian  faith  is  trium- 
phant; in  our  worst  hours  we  shall 
know  God's  help. 

If  we  can  trust  God  for  eternity, 
why  not  next  year — or  the  next 
five  minutes? 

A  preacher  from  Philadelphia 
was  once  talking  to  some  indus- 
trial people.  He  really  knocked  it 
to  them.  "Look,"  he  said,  "If  Sun 
Oil  says  that  such  and  such  is  go- 
ing to  be,  you  really  believe  it, 
don't  you?  You  know  power  and 
wealth  and  fidelity  when  you  see 
it.   Well  then  why  can't  you  trust 
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Jesus  Christ?" 

If  the  Academy  Award  is  great, 
if  the  Congressional  Medal  of 
Honor  is  an  honor,  if  money  in 
Swiss  banks  seems  safe,  if  men 
who  war  together  will  never  for- 
sake their  sacred  pledges  to  each 
other,  surely  we  can  be  willing  to 
move  into  the  great  adventures  of 
life  with  vigor. 

When  you  taste  the  adventure 
of  following  Christ,  you  even  cry 
aloud  to  comrades,  "When  do  we 
move  out?  When  do  we  move 
again?  Come  on,  world,  what  is 
the  next  big  change?  I've  got  my 
bags  packed;  I  am  ready;  I  have  a 
ringful  of  keys,  and  the  last  one 
is  made  out  of  pure  gold.  Let's 
get  going.  I  don't  want  to  miss  a' 
one!" 

The  world  needs  to  see  Chris- 
tians who  are  not  afraid  of  change. 
"Move  'em  out."  "Take  off."  "Change 
your  gear."  "Get  going." 

"All  the  way,"  says  a  believing 
Christian. 

We  can  not  only  keep  sane  "when 
carrying  a  suitcase,"  there  can  be 
a  bounce  in  our  step  and  a  song  in 
our  hearts. 

That's  what  being  rooted  and 
grounded  in  Christ  is  all  about.  ■  ■ 


NEW  YORK  SMOG 

James  Johnson  Sweeney,  the 
head  of  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts, 
was  telling  Anderson  Todd  HI 
about  a  recent  trip  to  Manhattan. 
"In  New  York  now,"  he  said,  "you 
are  awakened  by  the  birds'  cough- 
ing."—  Wit  and  Humor. 


(See  Article  on  page  5) 

CHARLES  Ludwig  is  a  prolific 
writer  having  written  30  books 
and  published  over  1,000  stories, 
serials,  and  articles  in  over  50  mag- 
azines. THE  LINK  is  glad  to  claim 
him  as  one  of  our  writers  for  since 
1964  he  has  published  at  least 
14  articles  in  our  magazine. 

When  Charles  Ludwig  sends  us 
an  article  we  know  these  facts  be- 
fore we  read  it:  it  will  be  inter- 
esting; it  will  be  well -written;  it 
will  have  pictures  to  illustrate  it; 
and  it  will  have  a  Christian  mes- 
sage. Our  only  problem  is:  Will  we 
have  room  to  print  it? 

Charles  was  born  in  Macomb, 
Illinois,  and  went  with  his  mission- 
ary parents  to  Kenya  Colony  at 
the  age  of  9. 

He  returned  to  the  USA  in  1937 
and  soon  thereafter  was  called  to 
the  ministry.  He  worked  his  way 
through  Anderson  College  as  an 
evangelist  and  by  giving  mission- 
ary talks . 

He  is  still  an  evangelist  and  a 
writer.  He  has  held  five  pastorates 
and  conducted  more  than  300 
revivals. 

His  books  have  been  selected  by 
several  book  clubs,  and  his  writings 
have  been  published  on  three  con- 
tinents   and   in   the   following   Ian- 


Charles  Ludwig 


guages:  English,  Spanish,  German, 
Finnish,  Portuguese,  Swedish  and 
Danish. 

He  has  traveled  in  43  countries. 
In  1965  he  and  his  wife  made  a  two- 
month  preaching  tour  of  Europe. 
He  has  also  preached  in  Mau  Mau 
areas  in  Kenya,  in  Jordan,  in  Jeru- 
salem, in  Mexico  and  various  parts 
of  Canada. 

The  Ludwigs  make  their  home  in 
Tucson,  Arizona;  they  have  two 
children:  Charles,  Jr.;  and  Brenda 
Marie.  Charles  likes  his  evangelis- 
tic work,  but  would  soon  like  to 
retire  and  devote  his  full  time  to 
writing. 
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A  RECORD  REVIEW 


The  Sound  of  Glad  Tidings 


The  Best  Is  Yet  to  Come  by  the  LeFevres.  Canaan  Records.  Word,  Inc.,  4800 
Waco  Drive,  Waco,  Tex.  76710 

The  six  singing  LeFevres  are  members  of  the  oldest  gospel  singing  organiza- 
tion in  America.  The  five  men  and  one  woman  sing  well  and  carry  out  their 
aim — to  use  the  melody  and  harmony  of  the  gospel  song  as  a  vehicle  to  convey 
the  Christian  message.  This  album  of  12  gospel  songs — among  them:  "I'm 
Longing  for  Home";  "There's  a  Light  Guiding  Me";  and  "Just  a  Prayer  Away" 
— speaks  a  lot  about  heaven. 

The  Happy  House  by  the  Happy  (Howard)  Goodman  Family.  Canaan  Records. 
Word  (see  above) 

The  leader  of  this  singing  group  is  Howard  Goodman.  He  and  his  wife  Vestel 
are  pastors  of  the  Life  Temple  Church  in  Madisonville,  Ky.  They  travel  a  lot 
but  think  of  Life  Temple  as  the  spot  where  they  refuel.  Associated  with  them  are 
Sam,  Rusty,  Bob,  Rick  and  Ernie.  Joy  exudes  from  this  album  of  12  gospel 
songs.  Among  the  best  are:  "Thank  God,  I'm  Free";  "Oh  Happy  Day";  "Guilty 
of  Love";  "Live,  Live,  Live" — this  latter  is  a  sort  of  keynote  of  the  album. 

This  Is  My  Valley  by  Steve  Sanders.  Canaan  Records.  Word  (see  above) 

Steve  Sanders  is  a  good-looking  young  man  with  a  lovely  voice  and  excel- 
lent diction  (you  can  even  understand  what  he  sings).  The  opening  number  of 
the  12  songs  is  the  popular  "A  Child's  Request" — where  a  young  boy  prays  for 
his  Daddy's  conversion.  "Papa"  shows  Steve's  love  for  his  Dad.  Other  special 
favorites  are:  "This  Is  My  Valley"  and  "Road  of  No  Return." 

Sound  of  Fresh  Waters  by  Merv  and  Merla  Watson.  Word  (see  above) 

An  appropriate  album  title  for  these  two  singers — a  husband  and  wife  team 
— execute  their  songs  in  a  fresh,  natural,  uninhibited  way.  They  are  Canadians 
by  birth.  In  addition  to  being  vocalists,  Merv  plays  the  guitar  and  accordion 
and  Merla  is  a  pianist  and  a  violist.  Among  the  12  numbers,  three  of  the  favor- 
ites are:  "The  Time  of  the  Singing  of  the  Birds";  "Miracles";  and  "The  Lord  Is 
My  Shepherd."  The  theme  "Miracles"  shows  an  emphasis  on  theology. 

Richard  Purvis  at  the  Grace  Cathedral  Organ.  Word  (see  above) 

Richard  Purvis  is  an  artist,  a  scholar,  and  a  romanticist.  Under  his  touch 
organ  sounds  roll  forth,  then  quietly  meander.  Here  are  nine  pieces — among 
them  "Fanfare";  "Les  Petite  Cloches";  "Nocturne";  ,"The  Cuckoo."  They  are 
played  on  the  organ  of  the  famous  San  Francisco  Cathedral;  built  originally 
by  Aeolian  Skinner  in  1934;  and  rebuilt  in  1951  by  G.  Donald  Harrison. 
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REBIRTH  OF  A  CHURCH 


QUI  THUAN,  RVN— This  old 
majestic  church  still  stands  proudly 
in  the  small  clearing,  surrounded 
by  a  great  grove  of  coconut  trees. 
Severely  damaged  by  terrorist 
bombing  in  1964,  it  is  being  rebuilt 
by  the  residents  of  Tarn  Quan  Dis- 
trict. Note  above  workmen  cover 
their  rebuilt  church  with  red  clay 
tile.  Above  right  the  majestic  church 
overlooks  the  battle-scarred  Viet- 
namese countryside.  Right  center 
the  interior  of  the  church  shows 
evidence  of  heavy  fighting  in  this 
area  of  Vietnam  several  years  ago. 
Right  below  shows  that  even  the 
women  lend  a  helping  hand. 


S^liil 
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FEBRUARY  is  an  important  month  in  the  Christian  calendar  this  year.  Lent 
begins    on    February    11;    also    Feb.    15,    the   first    Sunday   in   Lent,    is    the 

Universal  Day  of  Prayer  for   Students.   And  Feb.   22  to  Mar.    1  is   Brotherhood 

Week. 

Feb.   1.  Feast  of  St.  Bridget,  beloved  saint  of  Ireland. 

Feb.  2.  Candlemas,  the  festival  of  the  presentation  of  Christ  in  the  Temple. 

Feb.  3.  is  the  birthday  of  Felix  Mendelssohn,  German  composer;  Horace 
Greeley,  pioneer  American  journalist;  and  Elizabeth  Blackwell,  first  wom- 
an in  America  to  receive  a  medical  diploma. 

Feb.  4.  Mark  Hopkins  was  born  on  this  day  in  1802.  Connected  with  Williams 
College  for  57  years,  his  life  is  an  outstanding  example  of  a  stimulating 
teacher. 

Feb.  5.  Roger  Williams  arrived  in  America  on  this  day  in  1631. 

Feb.  5.  Birthday  of  Dwight  L.  Moody,  noted  American  evangelist. 

Feb.  8.  5th  Sunday  after  Epiphany  and  Race  Relations  Sunday. 

Feb.  8.  Boy  Scout  Day — anniversary  of  the  chartering  of  the  Boy  Scouts 
of  America,  Feb.  8,  1910. 

Feb.  9.  Birthday  of  Wm.  Henry  Harrison,  9th  President  of  the  U.S.A.  b.  1773. 

Feb.   12.  Abraham  Lincoln's  birthday.  Born  this  day  in  1809. 

Feb.  14.  Saint  Valentine's  Day.  Called  "the  sweetest  day  of  the  year."  A  time 
for  sending  friendship  cards  and  chocolates. 

Feb.   15.  Universal  Day  of  Prayer  for  Students.  Also  1st  Sunday  in  Lent. 

Feb.  15.  On  this  day  in  1898  the  U.  S.  Battleship  Maine  was  blown  up  in 
Havana  harbor. 

Feb.  17. Frances  E.  Willard  Day.  This  is  the  day  she  died  in  1898.  She  was  a 
great  advocate  of  temperance. 

Feb.  18.  On  this  day  in  1678,  Bunyan's  famous  Pilgrim's  Progress  was  pub- 
lished. 

Feb.  22.  George  Washington's  birthday.  Born  this  day  in  1732.  The  first 
President  of  the  USA. 

Mar.   1.  Brotherhood  Week. 

Feb.  24.  Birthday  of  Chester  William  Nimitz,  who  became  commander  in  chief 
of  the  U.  S.  Pacific  Fleet  in  WWII.  Born  this  day  1885. 

Feb.  26.  Birthday  of  Victor  Hugo.  Born  this  day  in  1802.  Also  birthday  of 
William  F.  Cody  (Buffalo  Bill).  Born  this  day  in  1846. 

Feb.  27.  Birthday  of  Henry  Wads  worth  Longfellow.  Born  this  day  in  1807. 

Feb.  28.  Birthday  of  Sir  Wilfred  Thomason  Grenfell.  Born  this  day  in  1865. 
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THROUGHOUT   this    issue    of  THE   LINK    you   will   find  four 
articles    prepared    not    only    for    individual    reading,    but    also 
for  group  discussion  and  for  lay  leaders'  helps. 

1.  Your  Language  and  You  (page  19) 

Biblical    Material:     Psalm     19:14;     141:3;     Matthew    5:21,22,37; 

12:34-36 

How  does  your  language  reveal  you?  How  does  the  use  of  bad 
words — obscene  and  curse  words — affect  us?  How  important  is 
communication  between  man  and  man?  Between  man  and  God? 
How  can  you  improve  your  vocabulary? 

2.  A  Young  Man  Meets  God  {page  38) 
Biblical  Material:  Isaiah,  chapter  6 

Who  is  a  prophet?  How  does  a  man  become  one?  What  kind  of 
a  man  was  Isaiah?  Tell  about  his  call  to  prophesy.  How  do  we 
become  aware  of  the  presence  of  God?  How  does  one  secure  for- 
giveness of  sin?  Why  do  we  need  to  respond  to  God's  call? 

3.  Why  Should  I  Worship?  {page  43) 
Biblical  Material:  Psalm  139;  John  4:24;  12:32 

Why  do  you  feel  young  adults  are  attracted  more  to  narcotics, 
fortune  cards,  etc.  rather  than  religion?  How  can  you  make  your 
worship  more  meaningful?  How  does  worship  aid  us  in  gaining 
perspective  for  our  lives?  How  would  you  answer  the  question: 
"Why  should  I  worship?" 

4.  How  to  Keep  Sane  When  Carrying  a  Suitcase?  (page  55) 
Biblical  Material:  Hebrews  12:27-29 

How  has  military  life  changed  you?  What  do  you  think  of  the 
person  you  now  are?  How  can  you  improve  yourself?  How  does 
loneliness  help  you  find  yourself?  What  are  your  ultimate  goals 
for  life?  How  did  you  form  them?  Do  you  know  who  you  are?  Then 
who  are  you?  How  can  you  withstand  the  pressure  of  constant 
mobility? 
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Pueblo  Intrigue  by  Don  Craw-ford.  Tyndale  House  Publishers,  336  Gundersen 
Drive.  Wheaton,  111.  60187.  1969.  83.50. 

This  is  not  an  attempt  to  tell  the  whole  story  of  the  Pueblo — that  story  awaits 
a  future  historian.  But  wre  do  get  in  this  book  an  accurate  though  brief  account 
of  what  happened  on  board  the  Pueblo  the  morning  of  January  23,  1968;  and  the 
long,  weary  months  of  captivity  of  the  82  men. 

But  largely  this  is  the  story  of  Lt.  Stephen  R.  Harris,  intelligence  chief 
of  the  spy  ship:  and  Francis  Ginther.  communications  technician  first  class. 
And  it  centers  on  their  faith,  on  prayer,  on  what  God  meant  to  them  and  to 
their  families  during  the  months  of  torture  and  privation. 

It's  a  Playboy  World  by  William  S.  Banowsky.  Fleming  H.  Revell  Co..  Westwood. 
X.J.  07675.  1969.  83.50. 

William  S.  Banowsky  is  Executive  Vice  President  of  Pepperdine  College 
and  he  entered  into  debate  with  the  Religion  Editor  of  Playboy  Magazine  on 
the  playboy  philosophy.  His  research  has  led  him  to  dig  deep  into  this  philosophy 
and  to  discover  its  inconsistences  and  distortions  of  freedom,  individualism, 
tolerance  and  even  pleasure  itself.  The  author  comes  to  recognize  the  dangers  of 
the  playboy  philosophy  and  proposes  the  genuine  freedom  based  upon  the  life 
and  teachings  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Death  and  Its  Mysteries  by  Ignace  Lepp.  The  MacMillan  Co..  866  Third  Ave.. 
New  York.  N.  Y.  1968.  81.95. 

A  penetrating  psychological  examination  of  the  ultimate  fate  that  all  men 
face. 

Release  from  Tension  by  Paul  E.  Adolph.  Moody  Press.  820  X.  LaSalle  St.. 
Chicago.  HI.  60610.  1956.  75  cents. 

A  book  that  showTs  the  problems  that  can  result  from  anxiety,  tension, 
pressure  and  fears;  but  that  also  shows  the  honest,  powerful  help  that  is 
available  to  every  believer  in  the  person  of  Jesus  Christ. 

God's  Hall  of  Mirrors  by  T.  F.  Gullixson.  Augsburg  Publishing  House.  426 
S.  Fifth  St..  Minneapolis,  Minn.  55415. 1966.  S2.50. 

Subtitle:  "Messages  Based  on  the  Ten  Commandments."'  Despite  fast- 
moving  change  in  the  world  and  man's  growing  reliance  on  his  own  resourceful- 
ness, he  still  needs  God  whose  judgments  and  laws  are  constant  and  absolute. 
The  Ten  Commandments  are  likened  to  "God's  hall  of  mirrors"  in  wmich  man 
can  see  what  God  requires  of  him. 
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(Continued  from  page  4) 


siastic  reader  of  THE  LINK  all  over  the  world,  I  am  sure  that  this  book  (Pueblo 
Intrigue)  fits  into  your  splended  image. 

— Wendell    Hawley,    Asst.    Sales    Manager,    Tyndale    House    Publishers,    336 
Gundersen  Drive,  Wheaton,  111.  60187 

Uplifting  Literature 

Thank  you  for  sending  me  the  November  issue  of  THE  LINK  in  which  a  poem 
of  mine  appears.  I  read  your  lovely  magazine  through  from  cover  to  cover.  A 
previous  issue  which  also  used  my  work  has  been  thoroughly  read  and  ap- 
preciated. This  time,  however,  the  appreciation  went  deeper,  as  I  have  a  son  in 
the  army  now.  My  oldest  son,  Eric,  18,  is  a  Private  at  Ft.  Gordon. 

I  want  to  compliment  you  on  your  fine  publication.  The  influence  of 
wholesome  uplifting  literature  is  so  badly  needed  today,  and  armed  forces  per- 
sonnel and  their  families  need  this  type  of  encouragement.  Keep  up  the  good 
work. 

— Viola  D.  Berg,  5  Roosevelt  Ave.,  Malverne,  N.  Y.  11565 

Every  Chapel  Needs  the  LINK 

I  cannot  imagine  any  chapel  without  copies  of  THE  LINK  made  available 
to  the  congregation.  .  .  .  Please  enter  our  subscription.  .  .  . 

— Chaplain   Robert   A.   Long,   U.    S.    Navy,   Fleet   Anti-Air   Warfare   Training 
Center,  Dam  Neck,  Va.  Beach,  Va.  23461 

Going  Well 

Greetings  from  Korean  waters  where  it  is  beginning  to  get  cold!  .  .  .  THE 
LINK  is  going  very  well  this  deployment.  They  disappear  in  a  couple  of  days 
after  I  put  them  out!  The  very  attractive  young  ladies  on  the  covers  help — 
especially  at  sea.  Keep  up  the  good  work. 

— CDR  Joe  A.  Howland,  CHC,  USNR,  at  sea. 

Grand  Picture  of  Our  Chief 

What  a  grand  picture  of  our  new  Commander  in  Chief  on  the  front  cover  of 
the  July,  1969,  LINK.  Is  it  possible  to  get  reprints  of  the  picture?  THE  LINK  is 
a  real  inspiration  to  us  each  month.  Articles  and  photos  are  the  best  ever. 

—Don  and  Edna  Vore,  U  S  A I D  Area,  X  APO  San  Francisco  96352. 
(Write  to  the  White  House — that's  where  the  picture  came  from.  EDITOR). 

One  moment  of  thinking  of  our  blessings  will  require  an  hour 
of  thanking.  — Wilferd  A.  Peterson  in  Science  of  Mind. 
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"I  know  you  can't  get  married  on 
your  salary,  Jenkins.  Do  you  realize 
how  lucky  you  are?" 


Billy,  aged  four,  was  told  to  say 
a  prayer  for  his  grandmother  whose 
arthritis  always  got  worse  when 
the  weather  was  damp  and  raw. 
His  mother  suggested  that  he 
should  ask  God  to  send  warm,  dry 
weather  for  Grandma's  sake.  Billy 
promptly  got  down  on  his  knees, 
folded  his  hands  and  composed  his 
own  personal  prayer  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

"Dear  God,"  he  said.  "You  can 
do  all  things.  Please  make  it  hot 
for  Grandma." — F.  G.  Kernan. 


Arthur  Godfrey  tells  this  joke: 
He  claims  that  when  he  was  a  boy, 
his  father  had  an  ingenious  system 
for  teaching  him  to  save.  It  in- 
volved three  boxes.  One  was  a 
yellow  box  for  pennies.  When  he'd 
saved  five  pennies,  his  father  would 
give  him  a  nickel,  which  he  would 
put  into  a  blue  box.  Then,  when 
he'd  saved  five  nickels,  his  father 
would  give  him  a  quarter,  which  he 
would  put  into  a  red  box. 

He  was  twelve  before  he  discover- 
ed that  the  red  box  was  the  gas 
meter. —  Wit  and  Humor. 

DAFFY  DEFINITION:  Proposal: 
A  girl  listening  faster  than  a  man 
can  talk. — Lucille  J.  Goodyear. 

In  giving  a  requested  number  to 
a  woman  who  called  "directory 
assistance,"  the  operator  said: 
"Madam,  the  number  is  CApitol 
5-1531,  in  case  you'd  like  to  make 
a  note  of  it." 

There  was  a  pause,  then  the  wom- 
an asked,  "Operator,  how  do  you 
make  a  capital  5?" — Nashville  Ban- 
ner, contributed  by  John  Cooper. 

Two  men  were  seated  on  a  crowd- 
ed bus.  One  noticed  that  his  pal 
was  bending  over  with  his  eyes  shut. 

"What's  the  matter,  pal?"  he 
asked.  "Are  you  sick?" 

"No,"  the  fellow  replied.  "I'm 
fine.  It's  just  that  I  hate  to  see 
women  standing." — Grit. 

You  can't  fool  all  the  people  all 
the  time  .  .  .  but  those  highway  inter- 
change signs  come  pretty  close. — 
Advancer  News. 
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